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Since the killing of Plangonev and the 
world-resounding revelations of the trial of 
Charlotte Black I have known it for my duty 
and the one grave concern of my remaining 
life to set down step by step my peculiar 
knowledge of the career and movements of 
the dead man since his first secret coming to 
this country, now three years ago ; and the de- 
tails, as I knew them from the beginning, of 
the evolution of his great plot of debt. 

I go back, then, into December, 1919 — to 
that first evening that he came. A blue- 
fogged winter nightfall in the city — such as 
we have all too often on Manhattan Isle. First 
yellow lights, black moving blots of men and 
motors upon the streets, and in the air the 
hooting of the steamers from the two encir- 
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cling rivers — huge hoarse sea beasts, it might 
seem, come prowling inland with the dark. I 
looked up sharply to find this unexpected 
figure in my room— slipped in between the 
lamplight and the end of the day. 

"You do not recognize me," he said; and 
the sound of hard, uncouth, northern conso- 
nants rolled and thickened in his speech. 
" You do not recall me." 

"The light is very bad," I answered, and 
advanced to turn more on. 

"No," he said, preventing me. "If you 
please — not." 

And now again I made mental note of the 
harsh sibilants and dentals in his speech. I 
stopped then, waiting, while he stood — a 
short, square, long-coated figure, motionless 
and unknown. 

I am Plangonev," he said. 
Plangonev! " I returned, surprised beyond 
an adequate expression. 

I, one of very few in this country at that 
time, was cognizant of this man and what he 
meant abroad — the brain of the proletariat, 
the one great secret mind, such as exists be- 
hind all movements, within the social revolu- 
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tion of the east of Europe ; wise with the wis- 
dom of a catastrophic era, and as secret and 
pitiless in his movements as he was wise. I 
had met him once before — at the Stuttgart 
International Congress, in 1907 — when the 
East had met the West in barter and exchange 
of their ideas upon the ways and means of 
social resurrection, and the great question of 
modern war. He was the supposed Doctrin- 
aire of Russia at one pole, I the Christian 
Socialist of America* at the other — but inter- 
esting without doubt to one another, by our 
very difference in type and situation. 

"PlangonevI" I said again. "Here, in 
New York I" 

"Why not?" he answered in that now so 
familiar phrase. 

So then I sat him down, and drew the shades 
and turned on my light. It shone upon that 
great gray head — " that great brain," as some- 
one has since described it, "too thinly clad'^ 
— and that white spot in the right eye, which 
was blinded in the Siberian quarry, as he sat 
there motionless, his hands upon his knees. 

"Why not?" he said. "It is but a step. 
Trotzky was just here." 
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But why are you not," I cried, " in Russia 
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— nowf 

" Russia no more requires me now." 

" No more requires you I " I echoed him. 

"No — now the work is over." 

"Over I" I said, misinterpreting him. 
" That wonderful experiment of the proletariat 
— over I Lost already I" 

The room grew vibrant suddenly with his 
jarring, scornful laugh. 

"America I America I " he said. "Oh, you 
Americans I You take still what they feed 
you — the bourgeois, in their poisoned press. 
We lose — the proletariat in Russia — defeat 
upon defeat. And yet — our enemies never 
once advance. Like dogs upon a turning 
treadmill they trot and trot about the cir- 
cumference of Russia. And never yet arrive 
inside. Strange — is it not?" 

"I have often thought of that," I said. 

" Think of it no more," he told me. " Rus- 
sia is sure for us." 

"But Europe I" I said. "Surely there is 
work to be done there I" 

" Europe," he answered me, " is no less sure; 
as all know who see it from within." 
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" Sure," I said after him. " Do you pretend 
to say," I cried, my eye now kindling from 
the hope of it, "that secretly — beneath the 
surface, so to say — our socialistic leaven has 
gone on working till it has leavened the lump 
and brought the new freedom — the social 
millennium upon earth?" 

"Far from it," said Plangonev briefly, 
" This is not socialism. Russia, for example, 
was not ten per cent socialist." 

"What is it, then, that has happened?" I 
queried. 

" Capitalism is dead, that is all — in Europe. 
There is no capitalism 1" 

"No capitalism 1" 

" No." 

"Just what do you mean by that?" I in- 
quired. 

" How can there be capitalism," he returned, 
regarding me, "without capital? How shall 
their state repay the bourgeois what no longer 
is?" I did not answer him at once, seduig 
partly what he meant. 

" The day has come," he exclaimed — " the 
day we have been so long awaiting 1" 

He referred, of course, to the day then so 
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generally looked forward to by socialists 
throughout the world — the day when the 
capitalist system would break down of its own 
weight; and more especially to the extraordi- 
nary prophecies of the great socialist authori- 
ties of the end of capitalism by the European 
War — now so trite to every schoolboy. The 
voice of Marx, in 1872; the full warning of 
Frederick Engels, in 1892, to the capitalists 
of their approaching doom by war; the 
strangely lucid forecast of the Grerman, Rebel, 
which we both had heard at the Stuttgart Con- 
gress, of the certain suicide of militarism and 
bourgeois society in a great final burst of war. 

All this we recalled, naturally, he and I, he 
speaking most. And more and more as the 
Russian spoke, his blood rising to his lifelong 
hate, I caught the deep burning fire of the 
man in his scorching words and fiashing glance 
and vehement gesture. 

"Gone," he cried, ** absolutely I The capi- 
talistic era. Dead by its own act — self -killed 
by this war of its own making — that it was 
forced to make by the terms of its own life. 
An involuntary bankrupt^ driven straight to 
suicide. 
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" The damned bourgeois," he cried, and spat 
scorn from his mouth it ahnost seemed with 
those hated words ; " they saw it coming, from 
their accounts, their ledgers, their banks — 
even before the war's end — all over Europe. 
Now you can hear them squealing day and 
night out of their holes — the rat holes of their 
filthy press. They see it now almost upon 
them, rolling in from the East — rolling in 
from Russia." 

A happy hatred shone from him as he said it. 

" Where would it break naturally — the cap- 
italist system?" he asked. "Where it was 
weakest, certainly," he answered himself. " In 
Russia. In Russia first, and now in old 
Austria-Hungary — and Germany. Soon then 
in Italy and France; and then again in Eng- 
land — and then here I The defeated and the 
broken first— and then the restl" he said; 
and passed on, elucidating. 

I sat and studied him — his fire of hatred, 
his harsh and antagonistic voice, his striking 
head, his peasant hands, the pits of peasant 
smallpox in his face ; and the long gray faded 
overcoat, thrown open now and hanging down 
— that dingy mantle of the proletariat, as one 
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might call it, worn in every crowded city slum 
in Europe, and America, and the world. He 
seemed to me even then the personification 
of the new power in the world — the bitter 
voice of the proletariat come to judgment, 
cursing their old master. 

**The broken and defeated first," he re- 
peated. " Russia and Austria and Germany." 

" Just how ? " I asked. " What is the process 
of its coming — the kingdom of the workers?" 

"Property," he said with bitter briefness. 
"They stole it from us, did they not, in the 
beginning of capitalism? Now we resume it 
backl" 

He passed to more details, with bitter ex- 
coriation of the bourgeois and their political 
states — who made the war. 

"It is most simple," he said. "Billions of 
capital destroyed, shot oflF into the air in war 
— for murdering us I By the government of 
the bourgeois. Who furnished it?" 

" Who did? Where did it all come from? " 
I asked, repeating a question then often in 
my mind. 

"Its owners, naturally; the ones who held 
it — the damned bourgeois. They stole it from 
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us and gave it to their government, and took 
back their government's promises to pay for 
it — in their old conspiracy to force it once 
again out of the blood and sweat of the 
workers." 

"Then what?" I asked. 

" They shot it ofif-r-all there was — did they 
not? Till it was gone. They destroyed their 
capital — all. Then they stopped — collapsed. 
And then the workers took over the govern- 
ment. That is all." 

"And repudiated the boiu*geois govern- 
ment's debt?" 

"Why not?" asked Plangonev. "They 
stole the property first, these bourgeois, for 
themselves. They destroyed it through their 
state by war. Should we then pay them for 
their stolen goods, which they destroyed?" 

" But there was violence, great unnecessary 
violence," I objected; "especially with you 
Bolsheviki in Russia! The world is full of 
the fear of it I" 

For I myself and those with whom I was 
associated had set our faces sternly against 
violence in this war — in the United States. 

"Why not?" asked Plangonev. "What 
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right have thieves defending stolen goods? 
Violence — charged hy them I I laugh. With 
five million workers killed in war, what are a 
few ten thousands Of bourgeois?" 

" I cannot agree with you," I said. " I see 
that differently. Human life must be sacred. 
Violence would not be countenanced here in 
the United States as in Russia." 

"Violence," exclaimed Plangonev, ''as in 
Russia I What more ridiculous than violence 
and revolution when the proletariat hold the 
power of social revolution in their hands, as 
in this country — a revolution of perfect peace 
and quiet 1" 

"What power," I asked, "do you allude 
to?" 

" The debt-making power," said Plangonev. 
" The new confiscation for the people." 

And from that he outlined to me for the 
first time his celebrated plot of debt. 

"The debt-making power?" I said, for the 
idea was then new to me. 

" Certainly," said Plangonev. " What else? 
The great new world power of the proletariat 
— which must be used by us now in France 
and England and the United States, the win- 
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ners in this war. EspeciaUy here, where the 
most capital still remains imconsmned." 

" The new power of the proletariat?" I in- 
terjected once again. 

" Certainly," said Plangonev. " The power 
creating public debt — of destroying and con- 
fiscating private property by popular vote." 

I gazed at him. 

"The great, broad, safe highway," he ex- 
claimed, "to socialism. The great, natural, 
popular method in all democracies — with 
manhood suffrage — in the last twenty years. 
And especially here. 

"It is marvelous," he went on, "to seel 
Twenty years ago the public debt of all kinds 
almost nothing! Now, even before this war, 
every state and city and town in yoiu* political 
federation was loaded down with public debt 
to its limit. You know that." 

"In a general way — yes," I said, recall- 
ing it. 

"It is a conmionplace of economics," ex- 
claimed Plangonev. "The proletariat, espe- 
cially in the great cities, taking over private 
property by taxation, and dividing it among 
themselves, in wages and salary and provision 
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— you call it graft, do you not? — for their 
leaders. For public works." 

" Unconsciously, of coiu'se,'* I said. " With- 
out socialistic theories." 

** Certainly — as all great social action is," 
said Plangonev; and he continued his discus- 
sion of the new people's power, which was so 
striking, so illuminating to me at that time. 

"For twenty years your great bourgeois, 
your continental capitalists, have seen it com- 
ing, and cried out," he said. " They foresaw 
capitalism destroyed by it. Your late railroad 
plutocrat, E. H. Harriman, one of the clearest- 
minded of them all, gave that warning shortly 
before his death, you will remember." 

I murmured, remembering it but indis- 
tinctly; marveling meanwhile at the detailed 
knowledge this foreigner had of our affairs. 
He shamed me, in point of fact. Student I 
knew he was ; but not in such particularity. 

"The power of the proletariat for making 
public debt," said Plangopev. "With trem- 
bling they — the capitalists — have been watch- 
ing it grow for twenty years. And now with 
this war, and since, they are in despair I" 

I sat now and heard with great surprise and 
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almost awe the man elucidating to me my own 
coimtry from the new standpoint of a careful 
European student. 

" We expected much, but now again we are 
amazed ourselves, we students for the people 
in Europe, at the progress here — of your af- 
fairs. We are astounded by the capital-con- 
suming ability of the United States in this war. 
In a year and a half of preparation, with three 
months of fighting for a fraction of youp 
forces, your country has paid out, I read, more 
than France in her four years of war, with 
all her population involved. Your capacity 
for destroying capital by war was incredible." 

" I have read so,*' I answered. 

** It was promoted natiu*ally, as we all know, 
by your form of government -always moai 
admirably adapted to the waste of capital. 
Without central authority for expenditure, 
without a national budget, without any central 
means of checking the national outflow. Full 
of holes as a sieve. But at bottom this great 
waste came certainly because it was popular — 
as it will be always — this general division of 
capital in war to all in a democracy — the 
small bourgeois as well as the large, the farmer. 
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the proletariat — by wages, great profits, 
steady work for the workers. All voters, natu- 
rally, in a democracy — ninety-five per cent 
at least — will encourage the appropriation of 
property to their own use in war — when war 
is once started. And so, naturally, the growth 
of the great national debt! 

"All that was wonderful, even during war,** 
said Plangonev — "your national success in 
destroying capital by war. But since then the 
demonstration has been still more hopeful for 
our cause. Since then you do not stop war, so 
far as national waste is calculated. Your cost 
of war during the year before this was approxi- 
mately twenty billion dollars. This year of 
1919 and 1920, without war your costs will be 
ten billions at the least." 

" Twelve now, at least, I am told by some 
who know," I said; "at least." 

"Why not," said Plangonev, "if popular 
with all? So waste keeps on; so debt increases. 
It is beautiful to see — like a fine experiment 
in chemistry." 

It was the real man who spoke now, using 
a favorite simile. I could see even then the 
scientist who witnessed in society agent and 
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reagent acting like elements in a chemist's 
brew. 

" No," he said; " Our problem and yours 
are still the same — but your means of solving 
it are pleasanter and more sure. With us 
when capital is gone we must seize the govern- 
ment — by violence if required. With you, 
who now control your Grovemment by popular 
vote, the ninety-five per cent who benefit de- 
stroy the capital by government expenditure 
and debt; and then the proletariat resume it." 

"By repudiating the national debt?" I 
cried. 

" Not at all," said Plangonev. " By taxing 
the bourgeois and their corporations — who 
advanced the capital to the Government — till 
they take it all. You see it, do you not," he 
asked me, "our plan of debt?" 

"I think so," I said, my leyes kindling; 



yes. 



" The bourgeois advanced the capital — the 
money — to their Government." 

" Yes," I said. 

" Then certainly we should make them pay 
it back to themselves once more — entirely." 

" Yes." 
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" By the new taxes of this war — the inoome, 
the inheritance, the corporation tax; those new 
and happy taxes for the worker, which the 
bourgeois cannot, as in their former taxes, 
load back again upon the proletariat/' 

" I see," I said. 

"So then," summed up Plangonev, "they 
spend their capital in this war; they pay it 
back to themselves. It cancels — does it not ? " 

" So it would seem," I said. 

" So in the end they have no capital. It is 
gone." 

" And the capitalistic era," I said, my eyes 
lighting with .great hope, "i, gone, ^t 
violence!" 

Certainly. Yes. 

A revolution in peace, of perfect peace, 
I cried joyfully. 

"Why not?" asked Plangonev. 

"But there will be powerful opposition. 
There is now," I objected. 

"From the great capitalists — certainly. 
The few of the great bourgeois in the center 
who can see." 

" They are very strong," I said ; " they are 
raising heaven and earth just now in Congress 



"Certainly. Yes." 
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to prevent the passage of the railroads into the 
people^s hands — the government ownership 
of our railroads. But can they do it? *' I said, 
arguing — for I was greatly roused hy the 
struggle in our Congress. "At least ninety 
per cent of the people of the country desire 
it," I claimed. " The farmers want anything 
but private ownership of the railroads, which 
they always fought. The railroad employees 
want it— government ownership — ahnost en- 
tirely. The railroad stockholders want it as a 
whole — to be assured of their dividends. 
Then why do they not get it? '* I asked, rising 
more and more to my theme, " Wall Street, 
simply. It is simply that small per cent, with 
their financial hold both direct and indirect 
upon the Government — upon Congress — 
upon that eternally reactionary body the 
United States Senate. It is this alone that 
prevents it. An outrage I " I exclaimed. 

Plangonev sat watching me in his chair. 

" I agree with you," he said finally. " That 
is why I have come to see you now." 

"Oh," I said, surprised — and waited. 

" You are the only man we know to help us 
now." 
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"II" I cried, astounded. "Help you I In 
what way?" 

"Break up this old ring of capital which 
still holds by its throat your Government." 

"How can I assist," I asked, now abso- 
lutely wondering, "m any way? I am no 
financier." 

"Eventually," said Plangonev, moving on 
his way, "they will break — your great bour- 
geois — so we believe. But now — in this fight 
— they should be attacked, too, and broken 
from within." 

I waited for him to elaborate his idea. 

" They have a ticklish task at best, the capi- 
talists," he went on. "I do not think they 
could solve it with their greatest skill. But 
now to be precisely sure for us we should have 
help and pressure from both sides — from us 
and them. We should have one man — the 
greatest possible — from within, who will be- 
tray them, for his own interests, to aid us in 
the new freedom. So then I come to you." 

" To me! " I repeated, in doubt now whether 
I should laugh or stare. 

" Yes," said Plangonev. " You must intro- 
duce me to Stephen Black I" 
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"Stephen Black!" I said, drawing back. 

" Yes; certainly," said the Russian. " You, 
as a man of peace, vouch for me — my safety 
from violence. The violence which he fears 
so much!" 

I gazed and started. How did he know 
that, I wondered, of Stephen Black? 

"Introduce me," he was going on; "that 
is all I ask. I will do then the remainder." 

"With Stephen Black?" I said, still skepti- 
cal. "How?" 

" I shall offer to him," said Plangonev, " the 
greatest stake yet offered to a great bourgeois 
plunderer in the world! " 

He explained to me briefly his bait for 
Stephen Black. I listened, drawing in my 
breath as I saw the thing growing to its full 
magnitude. 

" Is it enough? " he asked me finally, with a 
small and acrid smile upon his face. 

" Enough! " I burst out in answer. " There 
has been nothing like it in the history of the 
world! Beside it El Dorado is the gilt upon 
a child's toy. It is," I said, " the looting of a 
continent, the richest on earth, with the latest 
improvements of science." 
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"Why not?" said the Russian imperturb- 
ably. " The loot should certainly be great at 
the breakdown of an era. Will you do it 
then?" he inquired. "Will you then take me 
to Stephen Black?" 

"No violence!" I stipulated. "Absolutely 
none." For I still was disquieted by the man 
— his past, his principles. 

"How should there be violence to him 
now?" asked Plangonev. "With the use we 
now have for him?" 

There could not be!" I said, convinced. 
When shall we go? " 

" The sooner the better," said Plangonev. 

I took out my watch and caught the hour. 

"We could," I said, "go now. It is but a 
step from here to his house on Fifth Avenue. 
We should find him there now, I believe. It 
is his usual custom." 

"Let us go and see," said Plangonev, and 
took up his dingy derby hat. 



it 



II 

I COULD not but marvel as I drew on my 
greatcoat at the precision and accuracy of the 
man's knowledge. That the Russian Bol- 
sheviki, so called, were close students of this 
country, as of others, I knew well; that they 
had their agents constantly among us was in 
a sense common knowledge, even then; but 
how was it that this man — this stranger in a 
most strange land— should be informed with 
such precise exactness of a matter so few of 
my own countrymen would know, the one par- 
ticular service I could render the new freedom, 
and I perhaps alone? Hdw could he know of 
my personal relations with the house of 
Stephen Black? 

In my earlier career, ere I became convinced 
that the essentials of socialism were inherent 
in the first unaltered Christian faith, I was a 
ministrant of religion in what has been termed 
the wealthiest church in Manhattan and in 
America. As such I. saw much of the Chris- 
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tdan rich, as a spiritual and in a way a social 
intimate. And so it was that I went often into 
the house of Stephen Black, as a friend and 
religious comforter in the last days to that 
aristocratic, and once most beautiful woman, 
his late wife. From then on, partly from the 
kindness of memory; partly, I may perhaps 
flatter myself, because, even after my change 
of social faith, of a certain tolerant confidence 
in my motives ; and partly, I am sure, because 
of a faint lingering sunset hope in the mind of 
Stephen Black of the possible triumph of our 
faith over death, I still retained entree to tfiat 
great dark Fifth Avenue house of his — "that 
family vault of Stephen Black," as some viva- 
cious gentleman of the daily press named it — 
to which, as his years advanced and his habit 
of secrecy grew upon that great secret specu- 
lator, fewer and still fewer had admittance. 

I was recalling this quite naturally, wonder- 
ing at our chances of success, as I drew on my 
outer clothing and we passed out together from 
my lodging into the blue sickly mist — two 
emissaries of the new freedom upon our ex- 
traordinary mission — and started on to take 
the few short steps that separated at that time 
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the very rich, the great bourgeois of America, 
from the proletariat on the east side of Central 
Park. 

The farther we went the more I grew doubt- 
ful about it. That we should see and trade 
with Stephen Black — that most secret of all 
men, that mysterious secret influence which 
capital itself knew only as a misty menacing 
power always over Wall Street — struck me, 
as we advanced toward our goal, as more and 
more unlikely. I voiced my doubts in half 
apology to my companion, but he seemed now 
in no way disturbed. 

He will see us only too gladly," he replied. 

With you at hand to tell him I am safe, there 
is no fear!'* 

I glanced sharply at him once again. How 
was it that he knew Black's fear of death? 

We kept our silence and our thoughts then 
as we went on, and the next word spoken was 
by Plangonev when as we turned the corner 
of Fifth Avenue I heard him say : " There they 
sit — your last words in your. American free- 
dom. The damned two per cent I " 

"The two per cent?" I echoed him, much 
puzzled. 
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" You have read your own Professor King," 
he said to me. " Then you should know," he 
said, when I remembered, "the two per cent 
of the population that now already own three- 
fifths of all the property in your United States 
— and soon will have the rest. 

"The damned two per cent," he said once 
again — "the kings of the bourgeois — suck- 
ing at the jugular vein of the continent — and 
always drawing more. A spectacle for future 
time! It is fortunate for us," he concluded, 
then, "that now in turn we can use their 
own machinery to destroy them — the blood- 
sucking apparatus they used through WaU 
Street." 

And then we passed on together up the 
street of the great bourgeois. At that time of 
course the wealth of the American continent 
was drawn here— into the dwellings of its cor- 
porate masters. They lived in a strange va- 
riety and assortment of structures — cut in 
various periods and styles, according to the 
fashion which chanced at the moment of their 
building to be uppermost in the favor of those 
dressmakers of the metropolis, the famous ar- 
chitects. A solid line of quasi castles drawn 
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from the great resources of the nation— this 
from one Western raiboad, this from another 
in the Southwest, and this from steel or oil or 
copper. 

They rose beside us as we went — in stark, 
irregular, dunly lighted masses upon our left 
— the mansions of the dark and then, at least, 
forbidding street of the great bourgeois. And 
as we went my companion cursed them, with 
great and bitter hate— figuring the bones and 
blood of starving children that had gone into 
them. 

"'Mausoleums built on the bodies of the 
proletariat," he said. " Cases for their ridicu- 
lous bourgeois art collections — and their 
women! The women of the great bourgeois," 
he said; "like the women of the Egyptians, 
who bathed their feet for beauty in the blood 
of slaves." 

I could only keep silence before his outbreak 
as we passed along, and listen with a shock I 
eould not at last repress to his arraignment of 
the beauty and folly and cruelty of the women 
of the very rich — a baneful growth, living at 
ease upon the misery of the poor like a hectic 
orchid upon the ruins of a great tree. 
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I watched him, listened to his outbreak, and 
was silent with him in his final silence as we 
approached at last the house of Stephen Black 
— the man beside me, it now seemed to me, 
knowing as weU as I did his destination. I 
held back a little, trying him, and I saw him 
without hesitancy turn upon the steps of the 
house that we were seeking. The Russian 
knew it, I saw now, as well as I ! 

When I saw this thing I had myself a sharp 
moment of misgiving and alarm. . I saw now 
that he knew — much! There was every sign 
of it. And what, after all, did I know of the 
intentions of this man beyond what he himself 
had told me? Was I deceived — to be an ac- 
complice of some violence upon Stephen Black? 
All this flashed over me. But then again came 
back to me the memory of the plan of debt — 
the simplicity and logic of his desire to meet 
the great speculator face to face. And I went 
on. It was too late now at any rate to stop, 
with our feet upon the threshold of the man to 
whom in the name of our great conmion cause 
I had pledged myself to take him. 

It was of red brick with brownstone trim- 
mings, the so-called family vault of Stephen 
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Black, one of the oldest houses of the upper 
Avenue, dull and inconspicuous among its 
newer neighbors, in strict accord with the prin- 
ciples of reticence and withdrawal always pres- 
ent in the mind of its owner. We passed up 
the duU-brown stone steps, pressed the bell, 
and stood there waiting at the lace-curtained 
door. 

We must have been — he in his dull work- 
ingman^s uniform and I in my semi-clerical 
garb — a curious and unaccustomed spectacle 
to the eyes of the big door man who opened for 
us the great black-rimmed front door. Indeed 
the servant hesitated for a moment. But then 
, recognizing me — one of the few eccentrics 
allowed the house — he let me in, and with me 
my still stranger-looking follower. Even with 
him I became the guaranty and passport Plan- 
gonev had desired. 

" The Rev. J. Appleton Todd," I heard the 
man announcing in the rigid waiting silence 
of the place, for I had asked first, in accord- 
ance with my custom, for Miss Black rather 
than her father. 

I heard the sibilance of a woman's skirt ap- 
proaching across the muffled floors of the in- 
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terior of the house, and in a moment Charlotte 
Black appeared to greet us. She was — as is 
familiar now to every reader of the Sunday 
press — an exceptionally handsome woman; 
an example such as I have never since seen of 
the concentration of the personal elegance 
which limitless wealth secures. She was a 
woman even then, not a girl; but still in the 
first bright flood of the incoming tide of youth. 
Yet even then there was a hard brilliance in 
that beauty; and a definiteness and assurance 
in her manner, natural enough to the social 
head of that great fortune, no doubt, but which 
marked her— more in degree perhaps than m 
kind — from any other woman I have ever 

known. 

On the other hand, in this man in the work- 
er's overcoat, in Plangonev, she met vrith an 
assurance, not to say, a mental arrogance, that 
in no way yielded to her own. I reflected even 
then that I could have searched the world over 
and not found two creatures more different in 
their deepest texture. What he could have 
signified to her at that time — besides instinc- 
tive class repulsion — I could not see. Curi- 
osity, perhaps, to a degree. He spoke no 
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tongue she could understand, from first to last. 
But she on her part spoke a language all men 
understand, young and old, poor and rich, wise 
as well as foolish — the language of unusual 
woman's beauty. 

Her father, she told us, was not in, and 
would not be in inunediately ; and though she 
rather ceremoniously offered us the inunensely 
costly discomfort of two great black medieval 
chairs we both remained standing, I somewhat 
surprised at not finding the master of the 
house home then, a^ I had confidently thought 
he would be, and endeavoring to learn just 
when we could hope to secure a personal ap- 
pointment vrith him. 

"That," she said, laughing, "is more than 
any human being knows ; including, I believe, 
himself." 

"Especially now," Plangonev said calmly. 

"Yes," she conceded, slightly surprised, 
" that is true — especially now." 

"It is his railroads — his conferences with 
his members of the national Senate," continued 
the Russian with the same calm confidence. 

" Indeed! " she said, her color rising slightly. 
"I did not know." 
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"Yes," said Plangonev. "You will give 
him this please — if you will/' He passed her 
a small card. " He will know of us, and me. 
And will you then tell him," he added — and 
unexpectedly he bowed — " that I hope that in 
this matter — and all the others now — we 
should be allies, not enemies. For it is much 
more wise. He will understand," said the Rus- 
sian, closing. " And as for the rest, my friend 
— your Mr. Todd — will speak for me." 

It is indeed a wonderful offer," I affirmed, 
that my friend brings to your father. The 
most wonderful, I should say, in the history of 
finance." 

She looked from one to the other of us — 
puzzled naturally, if not convinced that we 
were there on some fantastic social and philan- 
thropic errand. 

"It is business — pmre business," I said, re- 
assuring her. 

"He will know," said Plangonev. "Tell 
him merely — for me — to act before it is too 
late." 

A greater surprise than mine was written 
on the face of Charlotte Black as my com- 
panion left this message. Who was this man. 
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her expression asked, with not the slightest 
touch of the self -depreciation or diffidence that 
goes with poor clothing the world over, wher- 
ever man is man, who left this confident and 
almost arrogant word for her to carry to her 
father? 

"Very well," she said after a slight hesita- 
tion ; " I will do so." 

Immediately thereafter we left — our going 
not impeded certainly by any warmth in her 
manner; and soon we found ourselves in the 
stiU street of the great bourgeois again. 

I have been asked often by curiosity seekers, 
and others with more legitimate call to know, 
just how — in what possible way — these two 
such opposite creatures first came together. 
This then was the way of it. I myself intro- 
duced them; and I saw their acquaintance 
from the initial expression on their faces when 
they met — hers of scorn, or, at most, hostile 
curiosity ; his, I believe I can recall, the imme- 
diate dawn of that aesthetic and physical inter- 
est, let us designate it, which he displayed in 
her immediately, from the first closing of the 
great front door behind us. 

" A wonderful thing," he said to me while 
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we were still on the outside stairs. " In many 
ways the most attractive form of property 
they possess." 

"What?" I asked him to explain. 

" The women of the great bourgeois/* 
Property!" I said again. 
What else? " he asked. " The favorite fe- 
male slave, who spends all her life, who concen- 
trates all the modem arts on what is wanted 
— physical elegance and beauty. Is any or- 
ganic thing in more abject economic slavery 
and uselessness — except for the production of 
those desired qualities?" 

He spoke dispassionately at first — as a biol- 
ogist upon a butterfly. But there was still 
that in his voice I did not like. 

"We shall set them free," I said— "the 
women of all the bourgeois, with the real eco- 
nomic emancipation of the new freedom." 

And he laughed now — that jarring cynic's 
laugh again. 

" You may not find them of your mind," he 
said ; " desirous of your freedom." 

"If they are slaves — " I said, objecting. 

" Since when," he asked, " has the pampered 
idle slave, fed vnth the economic struggles of 
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the slave worker, been anxious for the com- 
parative hardship of equality? They will be 
free at last," he went on, " willing or not. But 
not till many other changes have preceded — 
not really of their own will. The women of 
the bourgeois — no matter how wildly you may 
hear them talk of freedom — is a special social 
creature, set apart. A form of property — 
Uke the house serfs before oiur Russian emanci- 
pation or your Civil War — least of all adapt- 
able to economic freedom, because most do- 
mesticated for their present use. No doubt it 
is best," he added. " No doubt any creature is 
most fit for the uses for which it was created." 

I drew back from him a little. I remember 
it quite clearly. His tone grew repellent to 
me — almost physically. 

" This one," he said, " we have just seen, for 
example. Work? No. It would interfere 
with the perfection of the things she exists for 
— mere physical elegance and beauty." 

And I caught then as he said it, that first 
night, outside there in the dimness of the lights 
in the street of the great bourgeois — that sud- 
den hardness of desire in his voice ; that sudden 
light in his eyes, that evil light which starts. 
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I presume, in the eyes of the expectant pillager 
of cities in a victorious war. 

I saw it, yes — his piurpose, if it can be called 
such — even at that time. But, naturally, 
under the circumstances I attached no practi- 
cal importance to it then. To my mind, and to 
his, came back oiur consideration of the first 
steps in oiur plot of debt — of omr access to the 
great secret speculator, Stephen Black; of 
which, I confess, I was still skeptical. 

But the Russian was now all at ease. ^^ He 
will see me," said Plangonev. " He will come 
out of his secrecy now that you are with me — 
in the time-honored mission of the priest — to 
exorcise the fear of sudden death." 

I watched him sharply once again — disre- 
garding, as I knew I must for the common 
cause, his unpleasant slurring outburst against 
my cloth. But what was it that he really knew 
about the policy of secrecy — the fear of 
Stephen Black; the fear and secrecy in which 
the great bourgeois always lived? 



Ill 

Much has been written — both at that time 
and since — of the secrecy of mind and habit 
of Stephen Black and of the class, the great 
bourgeois of America, which he to the last de- 
gree personified. To this 'secrecy and almost 
stealth in the life of this class, even about their 
own personal mansions on Fifth Avenue, I 
myself can testify. And I know whereof I 
speak. My feet have been upon their secret 
entrances and stairs, my hands upon their 
false-paneled doors; and my ears have heard 
the passwords to the liveried guardians of their 
secret gates. 

And as I came to know them more I recog- 
nized that aside from personal fear of the 
proletariat— which some of them did have— 
secrecy of movement was inherent in their 
situation. They were operators and often 
manipulators of great corporate properties; 
and that man was rare indeed who did not have 
his formula for profiting by the manipulation, 
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or investment, if you prefer the word, in the 
properties he controlled or shared control in. 
Some of these operations took the form of 
long-term manipulations — profits by means 
of favored securities, of controlled properties, 
extending over a series of years; some of the 
mere buying and selling on a great scale of 
special corporation stocks in the stock market. 

This being the case it is evident that the 
movements of this class called in their very es- 
sence for secrecy. They held in their posses- 
sions great secrets of wealth, which other men 
by the thousands, round the financial district 
of Wall Street in particular, were continually 
stalking with the assiduity and cimning of 
skilled hunters of great game. And in the very 
nature of profit taking in stocks^, if they them- 
selves were to secure to their personal advan- 
tage the great gains they were cultivating in 
their corporations, not only their plans and 
thoughts but even their physical movements 
must be scrupulously concealed. 

But of all these men — this group of, let us* 
say, twenty-five great bourgeois at the center 
of the wealth of the continent — none, as has 
been amply shown since, practiced or required 
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absolute secrecy of plan and movement to the 
same extent as Stephen Black. He was not 
even known at that time, but by the very few, 
as the wealthiest man in America, his cousin 
overtopping him in that reputation in the pop- 
ular mind. But it was within my knowledge, 
and that of others, that even then Stephen 
Black was a still wealthier man than Ben- 
jamin, and that it was the very habit of close 
secrecy which had kept him from popular 
knowledge that had made him so. 

He was, in fact — so carefully was the real 
man hidden, even in the financial district more 
a name than a man — a myth, an unknown and 
menacing power, working in the dark, coming 
and going and taking his profits with him, 
from great stealthy unseen forays upon the 
stock market, known only through their re- 
sults. "The Great Silence,'* someone had 
called him ; the speculator who could never lose 
— a thing impossible of course, but in his case 
as nearly possible as could be. He had at that 
time, perhaps, six himdred million dollars of 
his own, besides the resources of banks with 
which he was affiliated. He had access to the 
secret knowledge — upon which the great boiur- 
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geois as a class operated — of a very large 
percentage of great American corporations; 
and he had the inestimable advantage of the 
gift of secrecy — cultivated to its last possible 
point. 

This habit of secrecy — formed for obvious 
business purposes after the fashion of his kind 
— grew more and more upon him, as habit will 
with age, until it reached, some said, almost 
the proportions of a disease. It was height- 
ened now, as I could see, by a growing fear 
of death. Stephen Black, it was known even 
then, was haunted by some mysterious and 
menacing disease. A young and very talented 
doctor — a specialist in his trouble — followed 
and watched him continuaUy, in a service more 
close and exacting than that of any personal 
attendant. The fear of death, as I interpreted 
then, was continually on Stephen Black, alter- 
nating with his singular acquisitiveness, not 
to say avarice, in furnishing the main impulses 
to his life. 

It was the allusion to this fear by Flangonev 
that had three times arrested my attention. 
It seemed strange that he should know and 
coimt upon this little-known personal charac- 
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teristic of that secret mind; and it seemed 
stranger still when that next morning his ex- 
pectation was fulfilled to the letter, and early 
after breakfast I was called by the ringing of 
my telephone, and had for the first time the 
distinction of listening to Stephen Black's own 
voice over the wire. 

"This man," he said, with his customary 
economy of words, "who was here with you 
last night — is he safe for me to see?" 

" Physically?" I asked; and I could not but 
smile to myself, remembering the Russian's 
prediction, as I said it. 

" Yes." 
I would guarantee it with my life," I said. 
All right," he said succinctly, "you shall. 
Provided," he added, "you have the gift of 
silence — as I guess you have." 

" It is supposed to be," I said with some dig- 
nity, " a primary qualification of the priest." 

"At nine o'clock then," he said, "to-night 
— at the Sixty-fifth Street entrance." 

" Very well," I said; and we closed the wire. 

I sat down suddenly then, and strove to 
realize what had happened. One thing was 
clear — the plot of debt was advancing exactly 
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as the Russian had predicted. Stephen Black 
had known already, I believed, of Flangonev 
and his possible uses; he had known, I con- 
jectured, something already of his proposal; 
and as for myself I fitted in exactly at the 
place assigned to me — a sponsor against vio- 
lence, a hostage; one chosen to play the part 
of the taster of the wine at the potentially 
poisoned banquets of the medievals; and, if 
any violence or death were threatened, to be 
there in person to avert or share it— a friend 
of both parties, trusted by both at the essential 
point of difference. 

So then the miracle had happened; the 
seemingly impossible had been made possible 
through me, and we were there at the Sixty- 
fifth Street entrance of the Blacks at five min- 
utes before nine. 

The arrangements of the secret entrances 
of the house of Stephen Black were as simple 
as they were complete. The house, it will be 
remembered, stood in the middle of a block 
on Fifth Avenue, facing Central Park. In 
the rear — property held in other names — 
Black owned two houses partly used for his 
domestic economy, but primarily to afford him 
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entrances on either side street at the rear. 
The houses were both of the most common- 
place appearance, and it was characteristic of 
the man and his operations that both these 
more devious ways led more directly to his 
great workmg office at the rear of his house 
than the front and public one did. 

We went up — Plangonev and I — by the 
secret staircase, ostensibly an inclosed stone 
fire escape, passed the sturdy hveried ex-police- 
man who was stationed at the door, and came 
in the second story to the great dark, full- 
paneled office — moved bodily from some old 
noble's dwelling in northern Italy. The door 
slid back into the wall ; we passed in, and found 
there Stephen Black with hlis doctor, waiting 
to receive us. 

He shook hands with us— giving the soft, 
lax-fleshed hand of a sedentary old man. 

" My doctor says I can have twenty minutes 
with you,'* he stated. "Is that right?" he 
asked, looking across the great room. 

A lean-cheeked, saturnine-faced young man 
with the essential pessimism of a skilled mod- 
em doctor written in his face bowed, partly 
answering him, partly recognizing us, and then 
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went out the door beside which he had been 
waiting. 

It was Doctor Tideway, the specialist; 
known in these recent days in the press as the 
Master of Black. 

Then we sat down about a marvelous old 
dragon-infested carved table. 

"Now what is it you have to say?" de- 
manded Black abruptly. 

"Will you do it?" Plangonev asked back. 
"Will you change the vote of your senators 
on the railroad-ownership matter? " 

I could see now that my suspicion was cor- 
rect — that they had been in touch with one 
another by correspondence. They came face 
to face now with a perfect imderstanding of 
the matter they were about to discuss. 

" But why should I ? " asked Stephen Black. 
" Even if I could?** he hastened to add. 

He sat well down in his chair — a face not 
precisely like the familiar face of his cousin 
Benjamin — more virile, but not less, let us 
call it, shrewd. An oaken pvu^ose, burned a 
little into the ashes of life; cheeks cross- 
hatched with the lines of those who plan and 
plot ; a type of the great bourgeois — the soft- 
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bodied, cold-handed men in the swivel chairs 
who ruled America at that time by the force 
of thought and eye strain. I sat and watched 
them — those two secret masters of capital 
and labor — those two great manipulators of 
the main simple wires which set the puppet 
man to dancing. Of the two Plangonev was 
stronger physically, as might be expected of 
the y oimger man — carrying, too, the blood of 
peasants in his veins. The great bourgeois 
was older, colder, with the physical habit of 
his blood and kind, soft fleshed and cold, but 
with an eye out of his wrinkles at once bright 
and inscrutable — an eye, I have often thought, 
with the strange wisdom of an old, old turtle 
in a park. And yet, even then, with that 
strange look lurking in them, curiously peer- 
ing out — that look of fear. 

" Why,'' he asked the Russian, " should we 
change now, when we have what we want?'' 

"Only for now," the other answered, "if 
at all ! We should change the members of the 
Senate if need is." 

"You haven't changed them yet," said 
Black, unmoved. 

But Plangonev merely laughed. 
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" Why speak thus ? Why waste our time," 
he said cahnly, " when we have so little? You 
are too wise for this. You know as well as I 
do. The agrarians, the farmers, the small 
stockholders, the laborers — are all against 
you; for the government ownership. They 
will outvote you at the last." 

** The organized laborers," responded Black, 
his face not changing, " are certainly not with 
you." 

And I saw, of coiu*se, that he recognized 
and was depreciating the share that Plangonev 
was to contribute to their alliance. 
. "Organized labor, what is that?" inquired 
the Russian. "Not twenty per cent. Un- 
organized labor that we shall control is what 
will count. And all, at the end! But why 
talk? You know us already. Not the tame 
labor, but the free which we control.** 

He laughed again, and his laugh and the 
validity of his argument had power, it seemed, 
to rouse Black at last. 

"What do you take me for?" said the 
American, straightening up a little in his high 
Italian chair. "Vote for you — no! In rail- 
roads or in anything." And he sat back — 
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remembering now no doubt his physician and 
his disease. 

Plangonev merely waited — with an out- 
ward gesture of his hand. 

"Do you think," said Black then, clearly 
now with the air of a man on the failing side 
of an argument — "do you think we shall 
stand and let this thing run over us — this pro- 
gram of public debt of yours? Do you think 
that we are fools — to fall into that?'' And 
I saw then, I thought, that odd look of fear 
increasing in his eyes. 

"How will you avoid it?" Plangonev in- 
terjected. 

" That trap 1 " Black passed on. " Those 
pincers 1 Do you think we do not see that pair 
of pincers? On the one hand you put the 
spending of the money in government hands. 
You pay labor more than it can earn. You 
raise the wages, you raise the prices of mate- 
rial; and keep them raised. Every corpora- 
tion also pays your prices." 

" Precisely so," said Plangonev. 

" That raises the costs of every corporation 
in the coimtry above what it earns," said Black. 
" There is one side of the thing. On the other 
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side you gouge every dollar you spend and 
waste for the Government out of the corpora- 
tions themselves — or the men who run them 
— by these danmed things — these new war 
taxes/* 

" Precisely," said the Russian. 

"If we let go," said Black, his eyes now 
almost protruding in his excitement, "if this 
thing grows — this waste, this public debt — 
as it is now growing since this war, in ten years 
there won't be a private corporation left stand- 
ing in this country. Nor a dollar for the 
owner of a stock," 

I had never dreamed the man had so much 
power of excitement left in him. It was evi- 
dently a flare-up of strength from a great 
nervous pressure. " Not one dollar," he said. 

No I" 

That is exactly," said Plangonev, "why 
I am here." 

"Here I" returned Black, and for the mo- 
ment I feared his anger might endanger his 
health. But he caught himself in time. 
" Here I " he said and sat back, exhausted by 
emotion, to give his tiring powers a rest. 

"Precisely," said Plangonev, profiting by 
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his silence to explain. " I am here to see you 
realize that ; and if you do, that you will make 
an alliance with us." 

At this Stephen Black made a motion to 
sit up in his high chair, but stopped again, 
remembering. 

"One thing you can do — and one only — 
for your personal interest ! " said the Russian. 
"And I am bringing it to you. Allow this 
process to go as it goes on now — drift, drift 
down by degrees out of your hands in the 
corporations, and you will go down like the 
rest of them, of all your class — to nothing. 
On the other hand you and I together — you 
and I," he said, now raising his voice, " by join- 
ing forces can make more money than any 
two men since the world began." 

I could see the answering flash of interest 
start in the great speculator's eyes. 

"You, with your financial and legislative 
machinery ; I and my associates to excite labor 
— the free labor, not the tame. To bar at 
once any movement to reduce the present rate 
of wages." 

"Well?" said Black, rousing slightly. 

"Pressure," continued Plangonev, "on 
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either end — from capital and labor. No con- 
cession absolutely, on either side!" 

"How much?" asked Black abruptly. 
"What is your price for this — if it should 
work?" 

" We must have our ten per cent." 

"Of what?" 

" Of what you make from our agitation, for 
oiu* propaganda. I cannot carry it on for less 
— to get the benefit of the plan, worked out 
to the end, after the Government takes the 
railroads." 

" What is the plan you talk about after the 
Government takes the railroads?" said Black, 
interested now, quite evidently. "Tell it to 
me now yourself. Go over it in detail." 

And the Russian told him then, holding him 
with his one bright eye. Part after part he 
elaborated the operation of the machinery of 
the plot of debt — Black watching him with 
cold eyes and still face. 

"The working of the pincers, in short, as 
you have prescribed it," he said to Black. " On 
the one hand the cost of every private corpora- 
tion raised in every last particular — by gov- 
ernment competition for labor and materials. 
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Black nodded, considering. 

""And on the other hand making the cor- 
porations pay that cost a second time — the 
Grovemment's costs — by their taxes, at every 
possible point." 

Black's body started rising slowly in its 
chair. 

" What will be left," asked the Russian, " of 
corporations after two years — especiaUy for 
the common stock?" 

"And in the meanwhile," said Stephen 
Black, continuing, "I sell the market short 
on everything in turn?" 

" Except when it seems best that your Gov- 
ernment take over any industry for a special 
reason — like the railroads." 

" Certainly," said Black, and stopped, star- 
ing at the richly paneled waUs across from 
him. 

" By God I " he burst out suddenly then, as 
if against his will. "General ruin. Sell 
America short from top to bottom!" 

"Why not?" asked Plangonev. 

Then the door reopened and the ascetic- 
faced young specialist — the keeper of Black 
— appeared again. 
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Time 's up/' he said briefly. 
Will you do this, then? " asked Plangonev, 
rising. 

"Why not?" said Stephen Black, borrow- 
ing for the moment the Russian's own idiom. 

And so, on the evening of December 18, 
1919, the plot of debt was virtually agreed 
upon in my presence. The working out of de- 
tails and the enlisting of the others needed 
took place, of course, later. 



IV 

In order to understand the plot of debt it 
is well that the reader bear in mind the 
very simple machinery by which it was carried 
out. 

Our first step, then, was to create what 
Stephen Black had so aptly called the great 
pincers, in which the private capital in corpora- 
tions was to be crushed. To do this we must 
first, so to say, establish one jaw of the pincers 
immovably, by stimulating in every possible 
way the competition of the Government 
against the private corporations for labor, ma- 
terial and credit. 

This done, we reasoned, the other jaw — 
of ruinous tfixation to pay the Government's 
bills — would necessarily, of its oven motion, 
as it were, close upon private corporate capital 
and cause the end of it. That was our theory 
— which we hastened to carry out in practice 
in the following way: 

By the division of labor in our scheme Black 
naturally would have the financial power. As 
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stocks of corporations declined in value this 
master of Wall Street speculation, we con- 
ceived, would profit in an enormous sum by 
so-called short selling — that is to say, by 
profiting by the fall of stock prices upon the 
stock exchange. He would then become in 
effcQt our treasurer for the new freedom; a 
fixed percentage of his winnings would be set 
aside and always held by him available for 
our freedom fund; and meanwhile Plangonev 
on his side would be in touch with all radical 
elements or leaders of labor or politics to whom 
the expenditure of enormous funds would be 
of interest, and through them see that the 
temper of the proletariat was kept at the 
proper pitch; that labor made absolutely no 
concession; that the Government's high war 
scale of wages was used by labor always as a 
fixed measure; and that any lapse below that 
would be met by the vigorous and violent op- 
position of Plangonev's so-called free labor — 
the great excitable unorganized mass, quite 
often of foreign origin, where Plangonev and 
his associates were most influential. 

" No concession on either side I " that was to 
be our battle cry. By this simple and effective 
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device of Plangonev we hoped to accomplish 
the early and progressive ruin of capitalism 
in the United States, and by the most ingeni- 
ous irony to finance the new freedom entirely 
by the ruins of its antagonist, particularly by 
turning upon it its own chief machinery for 
gathering the wealth of continents — the com- 
mon stock of corporations. 

The success of the opening campaign is far 
too familiar for me to detail. The taking over 
of the railroads by the national Government — 
with the opposition of any notable party of 
the great central' capitalists in Wall Street 
removed — was a foregone conclusion. The 
government taking of the railroads was agree- 
able to the great and influential agrarian vote ; 
it was desired by the proletariat, by the em- 
ployees of the railroads, and by a great body 
of smaller stockholders, who feared loss of 
dividends through the persisting high operat- 
ing costs of wartime. The politicians also 
were not unmindful of the advantages that 
might. come to them through the change. So 
with the secret turning of Black's influence at 
the center of opposition, the taking over of 
the railroads by Congress became a matter of 
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course, and the huge and stUl mcreasing gov- 
ernment debt was again increased by some 
eighteen billion dollars of securities issued for 
the country's railroads — thus reaching alto- 
gether the almost incredible figure of approxi- 
mately fifty billion dollars. 

On the whole this was generally acceptable 
to the nation; high prices were continued, the 
farmer and the small bourgeoisie profited, the 
laborer had a high scale of wages. Only at the 
financial centers, the banks and corporation 
ofiices about Wall Street, was there appre- 
hension and, it would not be too much to say, 
despair over corporate earnings; especially 
upon common stock, for which earnings were 
now, in fact, largely gone. But on the face 
of affairs, from the standpoint of the great 
mass of population, matters were quite satis- 
factory; and it was to the general surprise of 
the uninformed public that the great strikes 
of the winter of 1920-21 took place. 

In that connection I recall, of course, the 
sinister and to me always repellent figure of 
Honest John Hardman, so called — the chief 
agitator in this episode of those great strikes, 
and at that time in the sympathy of and almost 
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universally popular among the great mass of 
the workers in the cities. 

I met him again at the room which Plan- 
gonev had taken for himself in an old half- 
ruined tenement in the nearer East Side — not 
far east from that great crossroads of the pro- 
letariat, Chatham Square. An old woman, 
with the usual wig, had ostensible charge, dur- 
ing daytime only, of the floor on which he lived, 
received various agents, produced his corre- 
spondence, and carried on by day that private 
newspaper-clipping agency with which he kept 
himself in touch with the general temper of 
the American people. 

It was there I again experienced the rough 
handshake and alcoholic warmth of greeting 
of this man. Honest John, the leader of rough 
labor — the rednecks, as they were sometimes 
designated. He was at that time working out 
the details of the great teamsters' strike, which 
was the start of the other great troubles of that 
m^norable year. 

** We have got them with us — eveaywhere,'* 
he said, cursing plentifully, according to his 
custom, as an evidence of manly faith and sin- 
cerity. "We have got the public — if for 
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nothing else but because so many of our men 
have just come back from over there. We 
have got the general public asking," he went 
on, "why it is, when the United States Gov- 
ernment can pay decent living wages, these 
damned, fat, crooked corporations in New York 
won't give their men decent hours and pay." 

That was roughly true, of course. Men 
who had risked their lives for the republic and 
had come home and retired from government 
to private employ were not pleased to find 
themselves securing lower wages and longer 
hours than men simil^^rly employed in govern- 
ment work had been and were still enjoying-- 
not in the railroads only, but in shipbuilding 
and telephone and telegraph and public works, 
all matters which the Government with its 
great credit was still maintaining, for the ex- 
press purpose, of course, of taking care, to its 
last ability, of the returned soldiers, and with 
them, of the war worker, who had been paid 
to meet war costs of living. 

At the same time, in spite of his apparent 
popularity, I personally distrusted then, as 
always. Honest John Hardman. His smiles 
and handshake and back slapping were all lost 
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on me. I knew his past. A heartier, more 
cordial murderer never slapped the back of the 
laboring man; nor a greater coward, I wiU 
add, in m^ personal opinion. And I was far 
from pleased to see him on my occasional calls 
as one of the chief agents and associates of 
Plangonev. 

I almost wished when I saw him I had no 
part in the movement. And I took the first 
possible opportunity to warn the Russian 
against him — thinking that naturaUy he might 
not in this case be familiar with this American 
agitator's record. 

" He comes," I said, " in the first place from 
an aristocracy of labor ; a peculiarly American 
class, I sometimes think, rough men, independ- 
ent by nature and occupation, at intervals 
highly paid, and resentful in proportion to 
«^ gi^ter wages. A class, mdeed, much 
increased by our late war. And his use of 
dynamite and wholesale murder, in entire dis- 
regard of possible loss of any lives, has been 
particularly uncalled-for." 

Plangonev only smiled. 

"In my opinion," I said, rousing myself, 
"he is not only dangerous to the cause -^ — if 
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you are not moved by that — but he is both an 
untrustworthy agent and a dangerous partner. 
A more unscrupulous ruffian never shook a 
homy hand or smiled across the bar of an old- 
time workingman's saloon. And in the end 
you will be lucky, if you cross him, to come 
through with your own life." 

" Do not be alarmed," Plangonev reassured 
me. " We shall have no dynamite here." 

"How can you be sure?" I returned. 

"We have a saying," said Plangonev, "in 
Russia: 'When the Cossack meets the Jew 
it is not always the Jew that suffers.' " 

"How can you assure me," I insisted, 
"against his customary violence?" 

"Very simply," said Plangonev. "It is I 
who hold the purse strings." 

He smiled again at me — his slow, scornful, 
fatalistic Asiatic smile. 

In his statement, of course, Plangonev al- 
luded to his arrangement with Stephen Black 
for handling by himself that immensely in- 
genious and powerful instrument for our 
propaganda of the new social freedom — the 
celebrated fund of freedom. For now the 
well-remembered panic of the millionaires of 
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1921 was well started and under way — with 
Stephen Black gathering in his most extraor- 
dinary profits. 

Just how much Stephen Black cleared dur- 
ing this period no one can be sure beyond him- 
self — and Plangonev, probably, who took his 
percentage for our fund of freedom. I myself 
purposely avoided learning. But the final loss 
on the general and more public listed stock, 
outside of government securities, as I recall 
it roughly, was figured at from seven hundred 
million to a billion dollars ; and playing in and 
out the market continually with his tremen- 
dous resources Black's profits were certainly 
immensely great. The pincers of which Black 
had spoken to Plangonev were at work — in 
good earnest. 

On the one hand the prices of labor and 
materials were held up, with the applause of 
the great majority — the laboring classes and 
farmers who profited. On the other hand the 
taxes to pay for new government expenditures 
and interest on debt were fastened on the cor- 
porations and the very rich with every ingenu- 
ity which politicians, sure of the great major- 
ity's approval, were able to invent. The new 
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taxes, framed first by the " Agrarian Admin- 
istration during the war," were, as Plangonev 
said, the happiest popular taxes ever devised 
by man, because aimed against such a small 
minority in the population — corporations and 
the corporations' owners and the very rich- 
an ahnost negUgible element numerically in a 
popular vote. 

The corporations were, in fact, caught in a 
vise. They could not stop, in many instances, 
because their very essence required operation. 
A closed plant is a fast-decaying plant; and 
closing too, especially at a time of ill feeling 
such as Plangonev had instigated, might easily 
result in still further loss from violence. The 
companies must operate if expenses were cov- 
ered, and even operate at a considerable loss. 
And in some cases at least — especially in 
those of public utilities, such as street railways 
and lighting companies — the equity of the 
common stock was now gone; and the leaders 
of city politics were beginning — in fact had 
even before begun — to take over the proper- 
ties into public ownership. 

The whole movement — the first great plu- 
tocrats' panic of 1921 — was, in fact, too sue- 
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cessful. It was not only advisable, it was 
essential for the parties who were profiting 
most to call a halt in it. From the standpoint 
of Stephen Black it was fatal policy to kill 
the goose that laid the golden eggs, for the 
suspension of the Wall Street stock exchange 
was now mider consideration. And from the 
standpoint of Plangonev it would be almost 
as suicidal, so he held, to the great purpose for 
which he was working — the leading by de- 
grees of the American people — without their 
own knowledge, but through their natural ten- 
dencies — into the general rule of the pro- 
letariat. 

So the acute pressure, financial and eco- 
nomic, was eased off. Such provocative 
agencies as Honest John Hardman were for 
the moment called off, before credit really 
broke down and the great bulk of securities 
belonging to the small American owner — the 
bonds and other underlying claims in the hands 
of savings banks and insurance companies — 
had suffered any very serious depreciation. 
The American people— in Plangonev's opin- 
ion and in mine — would not have patiently 
endured that at this time without reaction. 



The American people, in fact, according 
to Plangonev, must be handled very carefully 
in his plan of debt, because they were alto- 
gether the least socialistic and most bourgeois 
people on the earth. They were driven, ac- 
cording to him, most of all by the great gen- 
eral impulses of the bourgeois — by what he 
termed the emotions of property. 

I often talked with him on the great main 
social question of property, and heard his 
somewhat startling views, but none interested 
me more than his theory of the impulses — 
which he hated — given to our daily life by his 
so-called emotions of property or possession, 
to which the American people were especially 
susceptible and by which, in fact, they were 
continually manipulated by their leaders. 

Such of course was the instinct for saving — 
for small private investment ; and such was the 
strong desire for the personal possession of 
land. The agrarian movement coming out of 
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the formerly discontented West and South, 
which had swept and finaUy for a decade con- 
trolled the coiintn^ though used by Plango- 
nev to its limit, was a constant source of jest 
and amusement to him. 

" They consider themselves radical," he said, 
"as they play most gayly with their public 
ownership — through their representatives, the 
agrarian lawyers in Washington. In reality 
they are the most bourgeois — the American 
farmer — the most possessed and swathed by 
the emotions of property of any class in the 
whole realm of your Government. Take, for 
example, nationalism, the so-called love of 
country — that cause of wars and slaughter 
which we proletarians hate more than all else. 
In what other class has it flourished to such a 
high degree as in the owners of land?'* he 
would ask. 

I could not of course agree entirely with 
him — much as I deprecated war — upon the 
necessity of going so far as to eliminate na- 
tionalism — or, as we have always called it, 
love of country. 

" There is something very dear to me in the 
thought," I told him. 
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"There would be/* said Plangonev, with 
the brutal frankness toward me which I found 
after aU in a certain way his chief charm. 
"You do not come from the people — you. 
You are half bourgeois. You can never out- 
grow your first early training — the office 
stamp of your class, impressed on you at the 
plastic stage of your growing mind. But they 
are all the same — the same origin — your 
bourgeois emotions,'* he would say. "Even 
religion, like nationalism, is a protection for 
class and property always -since long before 
the beginning of the Jew," he would say, and 
smile. " But of this of course I may not speak 
to you,'* he would add. 

And he would then go on to outline the con- 
stant training and manipulation in a bourgeois 
government of the people by these so-called 
emotions of property— in school, in the 
theater, in politics, in the press, and even in 
the moving pictures; by these emotions — de- 
rived primarily from the fact of personal pos- 
session, then emotionalized and idealized under 
symbols for the national god, for the national 
flag, for the home, for the possession of one 
woman of your own in marriage. 
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"Marriage," I said, objecting— "prop- 
erty?'' 

"Why not?" he would retort. "Is not 
the property power of the husband over the 
wife absolute outside of the mere fiction of the 
law? Is there any control any more absolute 
than the control of food and clothing? Is there 
any possession more jealously and actively 
guarded than the fidelity of the woman? Is 
there any other property you can recall of 
which one single alienation of use is sufficient 
for the death penalty by the voice of all un- 
written bourgeois law and custom? You know 
that," he would say when I objected, "as well 
as I do." 

I could not agree with him in this theory in 
the least; and I was frank to tell him so. It 
was extremely repellent to me and I returned 
to it again and again, to combat it, for it puz- 
zled and I must say fascinated me as he eluci- 
dated it. 

He defended it, and his own personal posi- 
tion in the matter, with perfect frankness; as 
he did practically every doctrine that he held. 

He carried that frankness with him, at that 
period at least, wherever he went; and I was 
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not surprised, though not entirely reconciled, 
when I knew he talked his favorite theory on 
the emotions of property, which now drove 
mankind to their harm, with perfect freedom 
to Charlotte Black, when in the course of busi- 
ness he was in the house of her father. There 
has been a tendency — a suggestion in the first 
name, caught up of course by the daily press, 
to make Charlotte Black another heroine of a 
nation's revolution. But in reality she was no 
Charlotte Corday; far from itl At that time 
she was as cold and self-seeking a young 
woman as great wealth can produce — bright 
and hard as the jewel on her hand. And she 
was led — as so many women of her kind — 
into her own dangerous experiment by sheer 
woman's curiosity; as dangerous to-day as in 
the fatal moment of Pandora. 

Here beside her, to be had for calling, was 
this strange and novel creature of another 
world — something pleasurably dangerous for 
an idle time, a ghost, an oracle, a horrid subter- 
ranean power to be raised up and heard and 
seen, and then dismissed with a happy shudder 
of security. And naturally by the same token 
their conversation turned to the theories of 
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emotion — the most compelling and dangerous 
subject to women; and finally always of course 
focused upon marriage. She talked with him, 
I knew, when I was not present; and stimu- 
lated dispute between us when I was there. 

"What is your plan?" she would inquire of 
him. " What would you do in your new state 
of freedom? What position would woman be 
inf 

"They shall be free agents, economically 
and socially," he said. " For the possession of 
marriage now — then the free association of 
equals 1 " 

"That is not necessarily our doctrine — of 
socialists," I warned her. 

"Not of the half bourgeois, half socialist. 
No. Not the half slave and half free," he 
would answer with his usual personal scant 
courtesy of debate. "It is merely the logic 
of the situation." 

"And what of the children?" I would say. 
Their possession?" 

They are first of all wards of the state," 
he said. "They will be taken from their 
mothers early, especially the boys — for their 
good, as they are now by the rich of England, 
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by their great public schools — to be rid of the 
debilitating influences of the woman." 

At this Charlotte Black laughed — her bril- 
liant teeth bright in her dark, rich-colored face. 

" It is too much," I answered. " It may be 
logic, but it is not the habit of the race. You 
cannot change our oldest, deepest emotions by 
enactment or even by logic." 

"Have I said so?" asked Plangonev. 

" No, never. Our whole campaign here now 
is based upon using the emotions of this public 
as we find them. But that does not dignify 
these emotions socially. No, not even if they 
are delivered to us, as we know they are, from 
the time and the claws of the cave man." 

And Charlotte Black would laugh at us, 
urging us on. 

"They are alike — all I" said Plangonev 
after leaving her. " These women of the great 
bourgeois — and their lesser sisters. They 
slum, they go across to war, for curiosity. 
For them, they think, the people of the slums 
are kept like curious beasts in a menagerie to 
visit and inspect for their amusement. They 
have the same idea of the real poverty of the 
proletariat as children in a park. 
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But enough," he would say with a gesture. 
Why take them seriously, as intellectual, rea- 
soning creatiu'es? Why quarrel with Nature? 
Take them for what they purport and strive 
to be — elegant, beautiful physical creatures. 
Works of art for the attraction of man." 

I must say I cared very little for his theories 
or his code of conduct concerning women. He 
spoke of this one always with the voice of logic, 
but in the tone of personal desire; and with 
that look upon his face, as I have said — that 
evil light — that gleam from the eyes of law- 
free plunderers of cities. 

I could regret now both the accident that 
had brought him into the acquaintance of Char- 
lotte Black and the woman's curiosity that had 
prolonged it. And there were several occa- 
sions when I thought seriously of warning her 
against too great a familiarity with this slimi 
monster, whom she found amusement in pro- 
voking and tantalizing mentally and physi- 
cally. But then, under the existing circimi- 
stances, such a warning would have been gro- 
tesque as well as impertinent ; and as a matter 
of fact I will confess it seemed then a thing of 
relatively small importance. There were other 
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matters upon us then, at that particular time 
when we came to the Black house most, for 
Stephen Black was then gathering and we 
stimulating and sha^g in the immense profits 
of the second stock-market panic in the spring 
of 1922. 



VI 

By the fall of 1921, it will be remembered. 
Congress and other governmental bodies, stim- 
ulated and indeed compelled by the weakened 
and distressed condition of private industry, 
had extended the realm of public operation 
into still larger territories. The railroads 
were already government property; the agi- 
tators in the cities had had their will, and the 
public utilities — street railways and lighting 
systems — had been taken over by the munici- 
pal authorities, often under extensions of the 
former city debt limit by legislative action. 
And now the telegraph and telephone systems 
— long proposed as branches of the govern- 
ment service — were taken over; and the build- 
ing and operation of ships were made perma- 
nent government activities — with certain 
other iron and steel industries associated with 
them. This with great extensions of public 
work gave emplojnment to larger and still 
larger bodies of voters at high wages. 
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All this was ideal for our purpose in our 
plot of debt. It turned great and increasing 
sections of industry — practically all of the 
controlling agencies of transportation and in- 
telligence — into the hands of the state; and, 
still more to oiu* purpose, it increased the pub- 
lic debt by leaps and bounds. By the fall of 
1921 the national debt itself was fifty-five bil- 
lion dollars and still growing rapidly. 

To promote this government ownership 
Plangonev and Stephen Black had worked 
their dual manipulation of finance and labor 
to its utmost — the former for obvious reasons, 
the latter because he desired his great profit- 
gathering machine in Wall Street to be 
resuscitated for his future use. But this 
done, in the spring of 1922 the old work- 
ing of Black's giant pincers upon private 
capital began again. The necessary friction 
between capital and labor was promoted by 
Black on one side and Honest John* Hardman 
on the other, until disaster not only seemed to 
be inevitable but immediate. The stock mar- 
ket of course registered it; and the sheer col- 
lapse which came resulted then in the first 
closing of the Wall Street market. 
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I well remember my first visit with Plango- 
nev to the house of Stephen Black on the even- 
ing of that day, and our passing up the street 
of the great bourgeois. They stood there above 
us — those great half castles — still physically 
unchanged from the night of oiu* first passing ; 
still repellent, costly, secret. But we knew of 
course — with all the world — what a differ- 
ence now existed within many of them — the 
houses of the certain large percentage of the 
rich who had held, for the pm^poses of control, 
the common stock, the machinery which they 
had first elaborated to drink up the profits of 
their enterprises. It is not necessary to name 
these great bourgeois families — they are too 
well known. With the sudden collapse of the 
stock market there was practically no sale for 
their holdings, now almost imiversally without 
dividends. They were merely useless bits of 
paper. 

We spoke of this, naturally, Plangonev and 
I; and I argued with him, I remember, con- 
cerning the advisability of such wholesale 
slaughter of common stocks. 

"The process," I said, "necessarily wiU in- 
volve the hostility of those thousands of small 
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bourgeois on whom from time to time the great 
wholesalers and manufacturers of common 
stock have unloaded it. This is poor policy 
now." 

" To a certain extent, yes," said Plangonev. 
"But we are catching and destroying a great 
number of the big ones by it; and the rest of 
them — the damned two per cent — as you 
know, we shall get later. And now that the 
railroads are held and paid for by the Govern- 
ment the number of common stockholders in 
the general population is negligible when it 
comes to a popular vote." 

"That is true," I said, "I know. I was 
merely a little alarmed about it." 

" It is a good beginning," said Plangonev, 
who was in unusually high spirits that night. 
" The first financial curse of America has been 
broken — the great bourgeois will no longer 
pump out the life-blood of the proletariat by 
that damnable contrivance called common 
stock." 

And then we passed into the secret entrance 
on Sixty-fifth Street, and up to meet Stephen 
Black and his lugiibrious-faced doctor in his 
working ofiice again. 
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The more than two years of campaigning 
for ruin had not aged Black materially except 
for one sole thing — a very curious difference, 
a change in the expression of his eyes. They 
seemed to have in them more and more now 
an expression of fear. They were more promi- 
nent; it even seemed to me at times almost 
bulging. But that I thought of course might 
be only my imagination. It was but natural 
after all that his fear of death should grow 
upon him. Two years at his age had natiu-ally 
humed away much of the candle stiU remain- 
ing. And it was to be expected that he should 
realize this, and fight continually the inevi- 
table. He was now under his personal special- 
ist's command more than ever — voluntarily 
more and more. And he still insisted that I 
should fulfill my part — as hostage and guar- 
antor against possible violence from the Rus- 
sian, whom he never trusted, knowing his acts 
abroad of course and whose personality, I 
thought I began to see, he less and less relished 
having near him. They were coming of course, 
with the accomplishment of their common pur- 
pose, nearer and nearer the breaking point, 
and they both naturally knew it. 
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I cannot say — though I was present at all 
their calculations — just what Stephen Black's 
profits were through this last campaign of their 
conspiracy of ruin for America. Various esti- 
mates have been made. But of this I can be 
sure — it could not have been less than five 
hundred million dollars — of which Plangonev 
would have had his ten per cent, or fifty mil- 
lion dollars, for our fund, the fund of propa- 
ganda for the new freedom. 

Such gains I know seem incredible, but it 
must be remembered that, in the tremendous 
financial cross currents of the preceding war, 
millions had been cleared by relatively small 
men in the Wall Street stock exchange; tens 
of millions, doubtless, by such manipulators 
as Stephen Black; and so it will be seen that 
such profits at such a time as this were not un- 
proportional to those which Black himself must 
have taken earlier. 

So here at last the wealth-gathering machin- 
ery of Wall Street reached both its culminar 
tion and its end. Here was the looting of a 
continent with a vengeance — with all the mod- 
em appliances of civilized society. The value 
of common stock in American corporations 
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had been eliminated to an astonishing degree; 
in many cases wiped out entirely. And in the 
sale of these of course lay the one great chance 
for profit in operations such as Stephen Black 
conducted in his so-called short selling. The 
stock exchange was at least temporarily closed, 
and there was altogether in the atmosphere of 
the meeting of that night — though nothing 
was pronounced outright — a sense of parting, 
of the ways between these two strange fellow 
partners in general ruin — Plangonev and 
Stephen Black. 

We passed out early; Doctor Tideway was 
insistent on early hours for his charge that 
night. And as we turned out onto Sixty-fifth 
Street Plangonev voiced to me the same feel- 
ing I was sensing. "We are gone and well 
ridl" he said to me. "He has now what he 
wants. He would be through with us — by 
any means." 

"I warned you," I said, "from the first. 
He is an infinitely dangerous man, and you 
have given him infinitely more power; but 
yet," I said, thinking, "what can he do to us? 
He certainly cannot act himself. He certainly 
would not attempt violence." 
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"Why not?" asked Plangonev. 

"How?" I asked. "How would he go 
about it?" 

" There is always," said the Russian, " Com- 
rade Hardman." 

"Hardman — and Black 1" I said, and 
started — skeptical, but shocked by the mere 
suggestion of a combination of these two. 

Was this something, I wondered, that Plan- 
gonev had learned through his almost miracu- 
lous means of procuring information by the 
secret investigators he now had out gathering 
knowledge among the proletariat. 

"Hardman and Black 1" I exclaimed. 

"Why not?" asked Plangonev. 

"But Hardman," I objected, "knows noth- 
ing of Stephen Black in this. He believes that 
you and your work are financed by the prole- 
tariat." 

"Unless," said Plangonev, "Black should 
have told him." 

" Black tell himl " I said, and laughed at the 
absurdity of it. 

" No? " said Plangonev. " Still it might be 
well worth looking into." 

And he instructed me then to keep my eyes 
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and ears open — especially among the class 
of people with whom, on accoimt of my pre- 
vious association, he had always had me retain 
my affiliations. 



VII 

Thebe was at that time in socialism and its 
affiliated reforms a considerable and largely 
advertised group of men and women of the 
propertied class who had taken it mider their 
.patronage as a species of personal mission. 
They were most of them sons or daughters of 
men of property, often of considerable wealth 
— owners of real estate or mines, packers of 
food, investors in securities — which in turn 
they had passed on to their imemployed oflF- 
spring, who were thus enabled to give their 
unbroken eflFort to reform. It was at these 
that Plangonev continually scoflFed to me. 
"Amateur Saviors," he quite usually called 
them, with his absolute disregard for sacred 
emblems ; and sometimes, " the emotionally im- 
employed," adapting an Americanism of the 
time which pleased him greatly. He laughed 
at them continually, and when I remonstrated 
and said they should be given credit at least 
for their intentions he laughed again and said 
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that was exactly what he did ; that having noth- 
ing else of any consequence to do they had 
appointed themselves ex-oflScio saviors of the 
world. 

" Away with them! " he would say, with his 
quick foreign gesture, when they especially 
exasperated him with some of their ex-cathe- 
dra utterances. " The rule of the proletariat 
will have no use for bourgeois emotions. When 
it arrives we will give them something to sob 
about." 

He derided them without end, and yet he 
used them continually too, through me, for one 
especial purpose — for information! They 
were the female element, he said, more talka- 
tive — the gossips, the sounding board of the 
revolution. They chattered, he claimed, im- 
endingly — like the aviary in the park; and 
yet in that chattering, as he called it, he recog- 
nized as well as anyone there was always, from 
some source or ether, some bit of news or gos- 
sip that was valuable. And it was my part to 
gather this. 

These men in the inner circle of what Plan- 
gonev called "savioring," which included of 
course the more wealthy of them, or those with 



i 



82 RED FRIDAY 

the more wealthy wives, gathered quite often 
at the house of a young millionaire — a tall, 
handsome, rather effeminate man, who smoked 
Russian cigarettes in a long holder, of which 
he had a great collection; who wore a very 
costly ancient ring, and almost invariably 
spats ; the man whom Plangonev with his usual 
disregard of aU propriety always designated 
as " the god in spats." 

With this inner set, as well as with this class 
as a whole. Honest John Hardman — "Com- 
rade John " — had always close relations. To 
them he was a type, a heroic figure — an ex- 
ample of the hearty hardy laborer. His vul- 
garities, his continued -partial submergence — 
even in the new temperate time — in alcohol; 
his mixed marital relations — were all typical 
to these amateur social students of the natural 
reflex action of the honest toiler escaping 
finally from oppression. Even his hired mur- 
ders were imderstandable — if true! He was 
to them, in short, an oracle — semisacred; the 
slightly alcoholic voice of what they denomi- 
nated the people. 

Hardman on his side, though privately his 
opinion of these people was not amenable to 
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repetition, could not, naturally enough, resist 
expanding under their deference and adula- 
tion when with them — especially when more 
than usually in his cups ; and he often retailed 
to them the purposes he had hatching in his 
mind; and before this time I had at the in- 
stance of Plangonev more than once f oimd him 
overtalkative of our movements, and requiring 
repression, which he very promptly had and 
took most humbly from Plangonev, for whom 
he had up to that time a very salutary and 
chastened fear. 

This time again I foimd Plangonev right; 
Comrade John Hardman had been talking 
again to his friends, the amateur saviors; and 
in a very diflferent mood from what I had ever 
heard before. I ascertained this soon after, 
during a visit to the house of him whom I will 
call the man with the spats, where the inner 
circle were gossiping. 

They were all agog of course, with the col- 
lapse in the stock exchange — the practical 
elimination of the common stock of great pub- 
licly owned corporations. 

** It is the very thing we have been working 
for, for years," said one of the leaders. 
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"Yes," said the man with the spats, "the 
cuhnination of years of eflFort." 

" It has been a frightful mental strain," said 
the thin man with the very wealthy wife, his 
hand upon his forehead, "upon many of us, 
however." 

The circle had made, very naturally, a spe- 
cialty of the understanding of the new events 
in Russia — several writing and speaking as 
authorities on the matter — most prominent 
among these being a young observer in horn 
glasses, who had gone personally into the Rus- 
sian rural districts and made there a three 
weeks' study of the Russian view, concerning the 
possibilities of which he was most enthusiastic. 
3o they all knew something of Plangonev, both 
as a Russian and an American influence. 

They had heard, of course, of the work of 
Plangonev in this coimtry by this time, but 
merely as one instigating labor through Com- 
rade Hardman in the West. There was no 
secret, especially among those directly in- 
terested in his presence and mission in Amer- 
ica. But they knew nothing of the accom- 
panying relations with Stephen Black or the 
fund of freedom, for these were covered up, 
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as I shall show later, with more than extra- 
ordinary care. In these people's minds the 
collapse had been brought about by their pub- 
licity and agitation and such allies as Hard- 
man and his class — plus, of course, always, 
the support of natural social tendencies. 

Yet they were not entirely at ease — some 
of them, even then. I thought I saw sober 
faces there, for more than one income of course 
must have been aflfected. Yet they were all, 
for whatever cause, under the stimulus of ex- 
citement. A great new matter had come into 
the world to be talked of. They considered 
the socialistic era now at hand. 

"We must apply ourselves — all our ener- 
gies," said the lean man with longish hair who 
sat back on a deep-cushioned English lounge 
beside the man with the spats, " to its direction 
in its formative stage.'* And the others agreed 
at length. 

They had, of course, as I knew, much of 
their information of labor conditions from 
Hardman. It was a rare evening when he was 
not quoted, and that night it came out that 
from his predictions some dark and revolu- 
tionary thing was about to transpire — some- 
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thing, they brought out finally, with some few 
side glances at me, that would affect quite 
materially the real leadership in American 
labor; a remark which I took to be aimed in- 
directly at Plangonev. He might disappear, 
it seemed, before long to where he came from, 
so I learned finally, according to Honest 
John's mysterious utterances, no doubt made 
imder a slight excess of exhilaration from 
alcohol. He might disappear, that foreigner 
— it seemed that he prophesied — some day as 
suddenly as he had come here. And in some 
ways, good riddance! 

This was a new attitude for Comrade John, 
the honest labor leader, usually so friendly and 
subservient to Plangonev ; lodging with him, 
in fact, quite often at his rooms — sobering 
off in quiet from his periodical debauches. 
I lost no time in carrying my information to 
Plangonev. 

He preserved his usual fatalistic calm. 

"Do you connect it with Black still?" I 
asked him. 

"Why not?" asked Plangonev. "What 
could he not offer to get rid of me now? And 
what I know?" 
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"Not violence!" I said. 

" WTio knows ? Why not, if needed ? '' 

But I would not believe it. 

" Comrade John," said Plangonev, " and his 
dynamite!" And he laughed. 

" That is a poor jest," I said, shocked. 

"So Comrade John will find," said Plan- 
gonev, his manner making that strange change 
which it now quite often made, from scornful 
fatalistic levity to a sudden seriousness which 
bordered on ferocity. 

I did not at the time entirely accede to his 
suspicion, yet I could see there were excellent 
reasons for it. We had looted a continent, 
indeed, with these men, but there might be 
necessarily in the situation, I was beginning 
to see now, elements of physical danger over 
the division, and the concealment; for there 
must be, as there had been, most scrupulous 
concealment of such a tremendous spoil. 



VIII 

The necessity of concealment on the part 
of Stephen Black of his tremendous booty 
from the stock market will be apparent when 
the conditions of the time are kept clearly in 
mind. 

It was now the spring of 1922, just follow- 
ing the first or preliminary closing of the na- 
tional stock exchange. Our plot of debt was 
well on in its second phase. The hard-lipped 
pincers of government competition in industry 
on the one hand and taxation to pay its ex- 
penses on the other had closed about private 
capital in the private corporation, and all but 
destroyed it, dragging down, of course, a large 
proportion of its owners and the great capi- 
talists who controlled great companies in its 
falling. 

It was necessary now for us, as our second 
step in our plan, to eliminate the other mem- 
bers of the great bourgeois — the damned two 
per cent; or, as Plangonev now put it in his 
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hard way: " The main battle is well on; it be- 
comes now time to go out on the field and kill 
off the stragglers.'* 

Not all of the great bourgeois, of course, 
held their property in the form of stock of 
corporations. Some, aging, had turned it into 
underlying bonds. Some few held city real 
estate; a large number had and still held gov- 
ernment bonds secured for railroad stock — 
though there had been a tendency among the 
very rich not to retain these. Some — very 
important ones — especially in the lines of 
metals, petroleum and food supplies, still held 
the great secret private corporations whose 
stock had never been listed upon the recog- 
nized public stock exchange. Some, watching 
this flood of government debt and taxation 
rising, had been credited with converting aU 
that was possible of their property into actual 
cash. Against this supposed sequestration of 
great property the general public, egged on 
by means of every form of propaganda that 
we or the natural American genius for agita- 
tion could devise, was now in full cry. For 
government expenses were not lessening; the 
government debt was mounting ; and the main 
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source of war taxation was now being lost or 
escaping entirely. 

During the war, of course, under the agra- 
rian party from the West and South, the war 
taxes had been framed; those happiest taxes, 
as Plangonev had termed them, ever devised 
by man — to be laid upon the property of cor- 
porations and the great incomes of the very 
rich, leaving at least ninety per cent of the 
population practically free. Of these two 
main sources of public income the corporation 
was being lost, and the other was fast disap- 
pearing; and the general population, now 
being threatened with being taxed itself, and 
taught in the past to regard the very rich with 
continual suspicion, believed that they were 
now escaping, through some new subterranean 
way, their obligations to the state. So the 
Government was sharpening the penalties of 
law with more and more drastic punishments 
to prevent this. 

I often speculated on the position of 
Stephen Black. He was, of course, under a 
double danger now. For years by very skill- 
ful machinery he had kept the real immensity 
of his fortune and his income from all knowl- 
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edge — public as well as private ; now if 
through his recent accretions his property and 
his income should be divulged the penalties he 
must pay, both in property and in person, 
would be overwhelming. 

I touched upon this occasionally, but rather 
lightly always, with Plangonev; for from a 
natural personal policy I learned as little as 
possible of the actual financial transactions of 
either man. 

"Where and how has he concealed it?" I 
asked Plangonev once, and it seemed to me 
that he rather avoided me. 

" That we would all like to know," he an- 
swered. But, though I suspected at the time 
he had lines of investigation out hunting this 
knowledge, he said nothing of that phase. 

"We do know this," he said; "it makes a 
danger hanging over him, which will not let 
him cease until he closes every means of 
approach." 

"Meaning," I said, "us!" 

"Why not?" asked Plangonev. 

" And you still suspect our Comrade Hard- 
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Suspect, perhaps," said Plangonev, "is 
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not the word/' And I saw now by his way 
that he had no more information ready for me, 
and dropped the matter. 

Hardman was now in the West, carrying 
out his familiar methods of a labor campaign. 
The strongest, of course, of all American cor- 
porations had been those great private aggre- 
gations which had especial control of the mines 
and meat and oil. These great secret strong- 
holds of capital had no one knew what re- 
sources behind them with which to go forward 
with their work. On the other hand they em- 
ployed always the rougher elements — the free 
labor, as Plangonev termed it — most easily 
excitable, quite largely of recent foreign origin, 
and already more than slightly touched by the 
kindling flames of the successes of the prole- 
tariat in Europe. Here was the obvious place 
to apply pressure on the more obstinate cita- 
dels of private capital, and here Honest John 
Hardman was especially strong. Up to this 
time violence had not been greatly apparent 
in our movement, in spite of my recent fears, 
but I could see its continual tendency to creep 
in. The daily press, I recall, one morning 
registered another dynamiting; a wholesale 
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hired murder of scab labor, typical of the 
method of that smiling entrepreneur of mur- 
der, Honest John Hardman ; and I took oc- 
casion at that time to protest to Plangonev 
about it, reminding him of his promises of a 
peaceful revolution. 

" They may deny it as much as they choose," 
I said, "but you know and I know it is the 
work of Hardman. And I for one protest 
that I shall not sit by and close my eyes or 
even wink at it. He must stop it — and at 
once ! " 

" I think," he said, " it will not recur." 

"Why not?" I asked. 

"Comrade Hardman," he answered, "if I 
am right, is already on the way toward elimi- 
nating himself from the problem; or so, at 
least, I hope." 

He said nothing more definite at the time, 
but it must have been but a few days after this 
that he called for me to accompany him on 
another evening excursion. 

"To see Stephen Black again?" I asked 
when I saw the direction he was taking. And 
I spoke with some surprise, for we had not 
been with Black then for some little time. 
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" No," he answered. 

"To whom, then?" I asked. 

"To see Comrade Hardman." 

"To see Hardmanl" I cried, surprised. 
"Herel" For I had supposed him still in 
Colorado. 

"Wait," he said. "That is what I desire 
you to see as a witness." 

We progressed, nevertheless, till we came 
into the vicinity of Black's house — toward the 
concealed entrance on Sixty-fifth Street; and 
we were almost there when a man brushed by 
— whom I recognized as one of those whom 
Plangonev had out in his service of investiga- 
tion continually. 

" Soon? " asked Plangonev as the man saun- 
tered by us in his long overcoat. 

"Very soon now," he answered without 
slackening, and was past. 

We sauntered by ourselves, and stood for 
a few moments opposite the end at Sixty-fifth 
Street upon the broad walk of the Central 
Park side of the street of the great bourgeois. 
It was a damp, unpleasant night again, with 
few upon the streets, and here was a point of 
vantage where we might stand relatively un- 
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disturbed. The street of the great bourgeois 
stood more forbidding and silent than ever 
before. God knows how many of those great 
imitation castles were now empty — three, per- 
haps, out of four; and the occupants of the 
rest, in all human probability, sat within in 
gloomy anticipation of the future. 

We had not stood there watching more than 
a few minutes when a familiar figure appeared 
from the back-stairs entrance of Stephen 
Black's. 

"HardmanI" I said at once, for there was 
no mistaking that big hulkmg shape. 

"You see him now with your own eyes," 
commented Plangonev. 

"With Black!" I cried again; and a shud- 
der of personal apprehension passed over me, 
knowing the two men and knowing now that 
Plangonev had been cautioning me from real 
information. 

"Why is he here?'' 

" Considering us, no doubt," said Plangonev. 

"How? How?" I said, for I was now 
thoroughly alarmed, as much by what I saw 
he knew as by what I myself had seen. " How 
shall we defend ourselves?" 
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" It will be better, I think/' replied Plan- 
gonev, " to leave the comrade to himself." 

"To himself?" I repeated after him. 

" Yes," said Plangonev ; " it is better. Such 
cases often tend to self -elimination, rather than 
violent defense." 

"Self -elimination?" I exclaimed, adding 
immediately: "Of course, anything but vio- 
lence. And if you know — " 

"It is often the way," said Plangonev 
calmly ; " I only wished to show you for your 
own good ; that you would be circimispect, for 
instance, in the disposal of your evenings." 

And with that I had to be content. Plan- 
gonev in point of fact gave me his confidence 
less and less now, and indeed there was an 
effort on my part as well as on his against his 
giving it. His plans or the tendency he might 
be fostering for the elimination of John Hard- 
man remained a mystery to me. 

Plangonev's warning, however, was not 
wasted upon me. It gave me a tendency at 
least to keep indoors after nightfall — the 
knowledge that that smiling, hearty hand- 
shaking murderer was in the city; and es Plan- 
gonev with his better knowledge observed: 
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"Not uninterested possibly in extinguishing 
what information we may have, together with 
our brains." No doubt, too, as Plangonev in- 
timated, the man might wish to further some 
ambition of his own. All this at one stroke, 
happy to both his employer. Black, and him- 
self. What he was capable of, both in treach- 
ery and homicide, our knowledge of his record 
well showed. 

" But how," I asked myself more than once 
in that period, remembering Plangonev's in- 
tunation, " by what means will the man elimi- 
nate himself — without our action?" 

I could see now that it was at least possible 
that my participation in this promised peace- 
ful revolution had led me very quickly to the 
edge of personal as well as social violence — 
no matter how I might deprecate it. Both 
personally and for society I began now to have 
a deep sense of apprehension over the situation. 

Yet, I could reflect at least that if violence 
were threatening to extinguish our knowledge, 
together with our brains, my danger would be 
in a way secondary to and probably, in fact, 
following that of Plangonev himself. 



It was not many days after this that in the 

late evening I was roused from my writing 

of my daily record by the appearance of Plan- 

gonev on my threshold. 

" To-night I shall spend here," he informed 
me. 

" Very well," I said. 

This, though not usual, was an arrangement 
that had been made before. And we went to 
bed finally, after general discussion of both 
the progress of the plot of debt and, not un- 
naturally, our own personal situation. But 
when in the morning I took from my doorway 
and spread open the morning paper I could 
not repress an exclamation of surprise. 

"Lookl" I called to him. "If you had 
been there 1" 

"If I had been — yes," he said calmly. 
And I stared at him. 

He lived — incognito always — on the 
ground floor of his old tenement — an ar- 
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rangement that gave him easy and unnoticed 
access to his dwelling. A bomb or an infernal 
machine had been placed there — possibly in 
the cellar, but more probably by the side wall 
in the hallway — and had exploded, driving 
out the contents of his rooms upon the side- 
walk. Fortimately, the accoimt in the paper 
stated, there was apparently no loss of life; 
the other tenants were unharmed, and the 
owner of the apartment — a man not known 
to the neighbors — seemed to have been away, 
for no trace of his body had been f oimd. The 
one feature out of the ordinary had been, the 
journal stated, that the explosion, with the 
going out of the windows, had filled all the 
adjoining neighborhood with papers — clip- 
pings of newspapers. 

We were forced to laugh in spite of our- 
selves at the net results of the explosion — 
the scattering of the fruits of Plangonev's 
newspaper-clipping bureau over the adjoining 
neighborhood. 

"The comrade must have been disap- 
pointed," said Plangonev with his usual 
phlegm, " at his accomplishment." 

And he went down to investigate, leaving 
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me still wondering just how definite a warn- 
ing of the danger he had had from his in- 
vestigators. 

The attempt on his life was, of course, much 
simpler than it would seem to one in other 
sections than New York. The use of explo- 
sives for private murder is not at all imf amiliar 
in the tenement district in the eastern-central 
parts of Manhattan where Plangonev lived. 
It was not in the first place a phenomenon 
unfamiliar enough to demand' large space in 
the newspapers beyond the first day, especially 
as there was no loss of life. It was credited 
again to some recrudescence of the so-called 
Black Hand of the Italian population ; and in 
a space of time incredible to anyone but a 
New Yorker the explosion was forgotten and 
Plangonev, still undisturbed m mind, was liv- 
ing in an adjoining tenement, this time in the 
highest story. 

The attempt at extinguishment might, it 
occurred to me for a moment, have come from 
someone in our movement who might be fatu- 
ous enough to suppose that Plangonev held 
some part on his own premises of the great 
simis he handled in the freedom fund; which^ 
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of course, he did not. But very few, if any, 
knew of this, and I saw, of course, immediately 
that general explosion was not the way that 
any thief would approach a robbery, even if 
he had knowledge of our fimd. And so as far 
as it went I could but see that the occurrence 
fitted in nowhere so well as with the theory 
involving Hardman, which I knew Plangonev 
and his investigators were working on with so 
much patience and almost preternatural lack 
of fear. No doubt Plangonev knew with much 
exactness the movements of our sinister com- 
rade, Honest John. 

I had another inkling of this black double 
game of shadowing. On the second morning 
after this I received a telephone message from 
Plangonev putting me on my guard — to the 
effect that Honest John would be calling on 
me in a very short time indeed, the matter of 
an hour. 

**Do not be alarmed," said Plangonev. 
" He will offer you no personal violence — face 
to face. You know that — or should know it 
from his past. That is not his method — if he 
can avoid it. But whatever you do — show no 
emotion or surprise when you see him — be- 
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yond your natural surprise at finding that he 
is in the city." 

It was an easy order to be given. I felt so 
a half hour later when I beheld him entering. 
Fortunately I saw he had been drinking — and 
was in fact at the latter end of a thorough- 
going drunk, with which it was commonly said 
he always followed his attempts at murder; 
and I was ready for him with my modulated 
expressions of surprise at his presence in New 
York. 

"I had supposed," I said, "you were in 
Colorado." 

" I was," he said, " when I heard what they 
were trying to do here to the comrade. They 
telegraphed me, and on I came." 

And as he said it he searched me with his 
drunken eye — watery with feigned emotion. 

" I came," he swore with a hearty outpour- 
ing of horrid oaths in testimony of his manly 
feeling, " to find out who did this thing to the 
comrade. And when I do he'll hear from 
Honest John 1 " 

" The comrade," I said, for that was what 
he always designated Plangonev, " will be glad 
to see you ! " 
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I released the hand he was still holding in 
his soft, moist, ex-workingman's pahn, after 
he had nearly crushed it to pulp. Following 
more cross-examination and probing of my 
feelings he spatted me in full heartiness upon 
the back and started heavily for Plangonev's 
new quarters, to which I had already directed 
him. 

I saw the smiling, friendly murderer go 
upon his new quest with mixed feelings : Was 
his coming really in response to some call by 
Plangonev, telegraphed on and forwarded to 
him from Colorado by a confederate? Was 
he drawn in by the power the Russian held 
over him? Had he really had a summons he 
would feel he must obey? Or was it that, now 
that indirect murder had failed, imder the false 
courage of his debauch he now came forward, 
smiling, to make a second and more direct 
attempt to extinguish us — Plangonev first? 

"You must keep me informed," I said to 
Plangonev when I warned him over the tele- 
phone of Hardman's coming, "whenever he 
comes toward me again. I must be in a posi- 
tion to protect myself. 

"And you," I said, when he made no an- 
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swer — " why do you take this risk? Why not 
call in the authorities ? " 

I could hear his jarring laugh through the 
telephone. 

"The authorities I "he said. "We? Now?" 

Of course I realized too. That was one of 
the serious features of the situation. We could 
not, from our position, invite investigation. 
In a very real and dangerous sense we were 
outside the pale of law. We must defend 
ourselves. 

"Do not be alarmed," said Plangonev; 
" until after he leaves here at least I " And he 
closed the telephone. 

I reflected several times that next day on 
the phase of his closing— " until he leaves here 
at least I " 

And the next day it seemed he had not left. 

"He still stays," said Plangonev. "He 
is in bad condition after this last debauch. 
We are attending to him." 

Just whom he meant by "we" I was not 
sure — and am not now. I was in those new 
quarters practically not at all. Yet I knew 
that with his means now he commanded just 
what help he pleased, and just the type to suit 



RED FRIDAY 105 

his exact purpose, drawn from the intermin- 
able variety of types in that inexhaustible 
himian reservoir — the tenements of New 
York. 

" He is no better," he told me the next day. 
" We are forced to keep liquor from him by 
his condition. He is not so cheerful as when 
he first came," he added. " He becomes rest- 
less when deprived of alcohol. He is almost 
violent when we are not with him. He must 
be watched." 

It was like a daily report from a hospital 
or a prison, I came to think, feeling a little 
surprise — yes, imeasiness — over the situation. 

"Have you had a doctor?" I asked finally. 

"Oh, yes," said Plangonev briefly, and 
closed the wire. 



X 

Foe the next call on me by Plangonev I was 
not at all prepared. It came in fact an even- 
ing or so after this, in an invitation to go with 
him again to the house of Stephen Black. It 
had been now some weeks since we had been 
there and I for my part had no idea our visits 
were to be resimied. 

I conjectured rightly that it was not Black 
who had sent for him. 

" No," said Plangonev, explaining. " There 
is a matter of special importance which will 
come up to-night that I must talk to him 
about, so I sent word to him." 

I reflected naturally that under the existing 
situation he could demand at least an audience 
from the capitalist at will. What special 
knowledge Plangonev had of his affairs I could 
only dream. But I myself had more than 
ample to damn him in the eyes of the Federal 
law if I cared to give it out. So then we went 
on together to the house of Stephen Black. It 
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so happened that our usual secret entrance at 
the rear was under repair, and we went into 
the house that night by the direct and public 
way. 

As we went in Charlotte Black came forth 
to meet us, her father not being quite prepared ; 
not overwell, she said, though not really in- 
disposed. 

It seemed to me at the time that the young 
woman was never more beautiful, more allur- 
ing — nor at the same time more independent 
and inaccessible — than on that particular 
night. Her wealth was indicated rather than 
displayed in her costume — by the simplicity 
or even paucity of valuable ornament — lace 
or jewels; very little personal adornment in- 
deed, but every single piece a gem, the highest 
of its kind. It was in her person even more, 
and m her manner— the quality of her skin, 
the poise of her head, the direct beauty of her 
eves — that she showed both what she was and 
what she estimated herself to be — the most 
beautiful of all creatures, free, uncaught, who 
never conceivably would be captured but upon 
her own terms. 

It was curiosity, I presume, that urged her 
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out to meet us in person — the fascination, pos- 
sibly, of Plangonev, this monster from the 
slums, who attracted her by the very menace 
of his personality and the darkness of his 
knowledge — and more especially by the men- 
ace of his beUefs and theories concerning 
marriage. 

" Now that you are a man of property," she 
said mockingly, " as I am told, I suppose you 
will go on to the acquh-ement of more." 

" Of what? " asked Plangonev, studying her. 

" Of a mate— a woman— a wife," she said. 

" That is not the property I desire — in an- 
other human being! I prefer free association 
between free persons," he said. 

But again his hard eyes devoured her as she 
went on, driven by that woman's fatal instinct, 
always inevitably to use her powers — to tempt 
or even, in this case, to taimt. White, slender, 
delicate, beautiful with every accessory of cal- 
culated beauty, she played above him that 
night — consciously, it seemed to me — Ariel 
to Caliban — taunting this monster from the 
slums, secure always in her power to escape; 
and yet we know — or I at least am certain — 
that beyond the mere promptings of ciuiosity 
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there was nothing, no personal emotion which 
attracted her on toward her own doom. 

It was in Black's private museum, upon the 
same floor as his office, that she held us while 
we were with her — a room fitted with priceless 
objects of foreign art of all varieties and kinds, 
such as, by an old habit — following no doubt, 
as some satirist has said, the parior whatnots 
of their ancestry — the great bourgeois often 
gathered together in one room from distant. 
The priceless rug of the six medallions was 
there upon the floor, the great and wonderfully 
delicate Ming vase, and on standards or on the 
walls the angular art and Italian carving and 
the celebrated Brilliaux hawking tapestries. 

In this particular case, it must be said, the 
assembly of art objects had been made congru- 
ous by taste — not only the professional taste 
of the collector and architect but the personal 
taste of the two women — past and present 
rulers of this particular house — the mother, 
and now her daughter. 

She talked with us, Charlotte Black, in the 
museum for a comparatively short time. Then 
from here we passed through the silence of 
that muted house — heavy hangings, heavy 
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carpets, the forced and unnatural silence of 
the servants of the very rich — to the huge 
working office of Stephen Black. 

Black had changed, it seemed to me, in the 
weeks since we had seen him, not for the better. 
He was not thin; in fact, his lower face and 
throat seemed much heavier, but his voice was 
tired and his mien seemed strained. An at- 
mosphere, in fact, of strained watchfulness 
seemed to be about him. But more than all I 
then saw this curious growing change showed 
in his eyes; that bulging — that effect of fear 
seemed now intensified. In spite of his phlegm, 
his studied calm of the speculator and the life- 
long gambler, that look — that gleam of fright 
that was in his eyes — would not escape you 
now, no matter how imob&ervant was your 
habit. So poorly was he under self-control 
that he seemed to flinch — at least I thought 
so — when Plangonev first entered the great 
room. 

"I have come to see you," said Plango- 
nev when we began the interview — again 
shortened by the orders of Black's master. 
Doctor Tideway — "upon a matter you and I 
must face." 
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"What matter?" asked Stephen Black, 
gruffly and hoarsely at the same time. 

" Our associate, John Hardman." 

There was no change in the careful calm of 
Stephen Black — except one. It seemed at 
least that his prominent eyes became more 
prominent — protruded almost as you watched, 
in his otherwise unmoved face. He made no 
vocal answer. 

"I was wondering," Plangonev now went 
on, " just what he meant to you." 

" To me? " said Black, rousing and speaking 
in his ordinary gruff voice again. He was out- 
wardly the same old imbending man once more, 
but that his strange appearing eyes betrayed 
him. 

"Yes-s-s," said Plangonev; and I marked 
again how the Russian sibilants hissed in his 
speech with his restrained emotion. " We did 
not know he was in your acquaintance imtil 
quite lately; imtil our comrade. Reverend 
Todd, and I, perceived him coming from your 
door." 

Black, turning now, found confirmation of 
our knowledge in my eye. 

" Since then we know more," the Russian 
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went along. " Since then he has been with us 
much. He now lies in my rooms, not welll 
With his old trouble. We are keeping him in 
restraint for both himself and us — for fear of 
delirium tremens ; for fear lest imder the influ- 
ence of liquor he may speak still morel " He 
gazed meaningly at Black. " And so," he went 
on, " he is not now well — not able to be here. 
I was, in fact, anxious somewhat for his condi- 
tion when I came here — when I left some 
hours ago; and I promised," he said then, "to 
call up my rooms and see just how he was to- 
night, knowing," he said to Black with still 
politeness, " that you would desire to knowl " 

I was surprised there was no readier re- 
sponse from Black — from a man of his bold 
type and hard experience. He merely stared 
that dreadful stare— with fixed and bulging 
eyes. 

" Now, if you please," said Plangonev, with 
an almost stage perfection of politeness, "I 
will see — concerning your friend!" He rose 
and passed across the room. In the corner, 
set in the carved wainscoting, was the private 
telephone booth of Stephen Black — used for 
who could tell how many market-shaking com- 
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mands in his business life. To this Flangonev 
stepped and entered — while Black and I sat 
in a constrained and perfect silence. The sec- 
onds passed; and several minutes. We heard 
no more than the faint muflSed murmur of 
Plangonev's talking. But then at last he ap- 
peared from the booth. 

"Comrade Hardman," he announced, "is 
deadl" 

"Deadl" I cried, springing to my feet. 

But Stephen Black said nothing — sat star- 
ing with protruding eyes. 

" It was a singular thing," said Plangonev, 
returning and sitting down again across the 
table, where he could look into the eyes of 
Stephen Black once more, "yet very simple. 
The comrade was violent, delirious, even 
screaming for liquor, which, as you know, he 
continually must have — even in this time 
when it is forbidden us. But now, by my 
orders," said Plangonev, staring into Stephen 
Black's eyes rigidly, "and by the orders of 
his physician," he went on presently, "he was 
deprived of it. For his own good. In my ab- 
sence," the relater continued — "shortly after 
I had gone, it seems — the guard, against my 
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orders, certainly," he interjected, continuing 
his significant glances at Black, " left the room 
for a moment. There was there," he went on, 
" a quantity of alcohol, which we had obtained 
for use in a small spuit lamp ; a bottle standing 
at one side on a table by the wall. This, it ap- 
pears, the attendant left standing there* You 
see the restl" he said. 

"The restl" I said, clutching tiie arms of 
my chair, for it came back to me — his intima- 
tion of the few days before — his prophecy 
of self-elimination concerning Hardman. 

" It was wood alcohol," said Plangonev. 

I could not repress an exclamation. I saw 
in my mind the scene — the f oul-ceilinged little 
room in the old tenement; the cheap iron bed 
with its tumbled bedclothes; and this craven 
hulking creature, with glated eyes, screaming 
for his liquor — sure as a chemical drawn to its 
affinity to find and c^nk in alcohol, in any 
form. And then the guard's absence — and 
Plangonev's — and the wood alcohol 1 Could 
this be — must it not be, my startled mind in- 
quired, that self-elimination Plangonev had so 
explicitly predicted? And yet who could 
prove it — even I ? 
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" It is wonderful, is it not," I heard Plan- 
gonev's voice recalling me to the scene, " how 
each contains within himself always — each 
living thing — the germs of its own self-de- 
struction. He goes," he said to Black; "and 
you remain. Yet you too contain within your- 
self so many elements of self-destruction. Do 
you not? " he asked. 

I could but wonder more — not knowing 
yet of course the full reason of it — at the small 
reaction that Stephen Black made to him. 
There was almost no response at all. And 
then the Russian passed along, with calm 
speech and threats intolerable in his voice. 
And I myself sat, fascinated, as apparently 
Black was. 

"You, for example, make your plans," he 
said in that deadly even voice. " You conceal 
your wealth most admirably. In cash. In 
gold — so much of it. To leave no trace to 
government investigation for the tax on in- 
come. You conceal it so carefully — its mak- 
ing and its place. You keep it so much here 
— in this room where you can know." 

And now I thought Black did give a little 
start at last. 
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"But suppose now," said Plangonev, sit- 
ting more erect, his cat-and-mouse manner 
gone in the twinkling of an eye — "suppose 
now, for example, the government should 
come to know of you, of all your illegal acts, 
of this fortime which you so lately made, and 
saved so much intact from general taxation." 

And now for the first time — driven curi- 
ously by the lifelong habit of a trader and 
fighter of men — a reaction of self-defense 
came at last upon Stephen Black. 

" Suppose the Government should come to 
know of you?" asked the Russian. 

"Or of you?" returned the American, rais- 
ing again his shrunken shoulders in his high- 
backed chair. 

" Quite true," said Plangonev, smiling now 

— a smile not beautiful, showing his stained 
broken wolfish teeth. "And yet we differ so 

— in this as well. Let us look at it — examine 
now the situation critically. For you," he said 
to Black, "dealing necessarily with so many 

'parties in the first accumulation of your 
wealth, it has been diflScult at best — and most 
ingenious that you have continued to conceal 
yourself at all. And so it would, I think we 
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can agree, be correspondingly most easy to 
disclose your operations. 

"As for me," he went along, "I at least 
have had transactions with but one — yourself. 
So you at least would come first — and then 
perhaps it might be you could involve me. Let 
us say," he said, " you did. There is still this 
difference between us ; I at least have had be- 
fore the experience. Prison life will be no 
novelty to me — or great danger. I am peas- 
ant; I am prison stuflF. But you," he said — 
" ask yourself." 

And that dreadful look — that look of terror 
in the great bourgeois' eyes sharpened once 
again. 

"You know, certainly!" said Plangonev 
smoothly. "And as for flight — which you 
have canvassed in your mind so often, natu- 
rally — I would say dispassionately you were 
safer here. You would be too often seen after 
leaving, by those not exactly your friends. We 
had a saying in old times," said Plangonev, 
"among our house serfs in Russia: *The eyes 
of the slave are never closed upon the master.' 
It is so also to-day with the proletariat and 
you ! As you have seen to-night," he added. 




118 RED FRIDAY 

And the slumped figure in the chair made 
no answer. 

"My feelings, though," said Plangonev, 
" are that with proper imderstanding — with an 
extension of the understanding which we have 
already had — all will be well for both of us." 

He showed, it seemed to me, in his calm — 
in his continuation of his cat-and-mouse man- 
ner, to which he had returned— the spirit of 
the half Oriental in his blood. 

" I have felt," he went on smoothly, " from 
the first that ten per cent was too small a part 
of what we made together — of our mutual 
gains upon the stock exchange. I have felt 
that we should have, not ten per cent, but half 
at least for what we did — to add to our ac- 
coimt — for our fimd of freedom." 

I gasped, listening. Blackmail in tens — in 
hundreds of millions ! On a scale more^incred- 
ible than could have been even dreamed before 
our times! And while I took in my breath I 
heard Plangonev's voice going smoothly on. 
But that certainly," he said to Black, 

must be your decision — and not mine! I 
simply now show out the weakness of your 
position. You have naturally, as Comrade 
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Hardman, essential weakness; the germs of 
self-destruction lurk in your own situation." 

There came from Black at this a sort of 
mumble, which Plangonev stopped to hear. I 
watched him as he paused. The gleam of 
happy hatred shone in his one bright eye as 
then, when no more intelligible sound came 
from Black, he passed along. 

"Death imfortimately," he said, "as you 
know, awaits you all too easily — from many 
ways. If you should fly, perhaps 1 If you go 
to jail, with the germs which lie so long within 
you; even with the suspense of not acceding 
to my request — and what even that might 
bring to you." 

He waited with me, watching now that 
frightful and now appalling change upon the 
face of Black — the sinking body, the sweat 
upon the face, but most particularly that look 
— those eyes, those dreadful fixed protruding 
eyes of a man who sees in his own mind the last 
degree of horror. 

But while we rose to catch him he stood up ; 
stood and waved his futile hands before his face 
like one who fights away an invisible swarm of 
insects from him. 
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" Death 1 Death! Death 1" said Stephen 
Black, and falling forward lay upon the 
dragon-covered oaken table. 

And as he fell — before we came round to 
him — the door oj/ened and the long-faced doc- 
tor, the master of Black, came running through 
the doorway. 

"What the devil is this?" he called, and 
hurried on to Black's side — where I was now, 
holding him from slipping from the table. 

He was injecting something — some fluid 
from a small vial he had hastily produced — 
into the forearm of the now half -conscious man 
when he dismissed us and we passed out. 



XI 

The thing was on me — like the still per- 
sisting panting of a nighbnare upon a 
sharp awakening. I could say nothing now 
in protest or discussion to Plangonev as he 
stumped beside me down the half -dead street 
of the great bourgeois. He himself was not 
more communicative. He treated me by this 
time indeed as a mere convenience, a piece of 
household furniture or, as he once said with 
characteristic bitterness, as a bourgeois does 
his wife. We passed up the street together 
and turned eastward at our comer — both 
wrapped in heavy thought. And we parted at 
my place of leaving with as little ceremony. 

My mind in point of fact was held now with 
varied questions which I could not trust my- 
self to frame at once for his answer. What 
morass of guile and indirection had I not 
plimged myself into in this hoped-for peaceful 
revolution? What violence, secret now and 
later very likely open, was not involved in the 
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general situation? My mind went on from 
Comrade Hardman to Stephen Black, and 
back once more to Hardman — to Hardman, 
self -destroyed, lying there, self -eliminated — 
accidentally. Or was it murder — murder of 
a devilish ingenuity, entirely safe, unproved, 
unprovable, as untraceable to any human cause 
as any open act of God ; even incapable, I saw, 
of proof to my own self? 

These things haunted me, all that night — 
the hulking, distasteful figure of Honest John 
Hardman, the class murderer, now dead, os- 
tensibly at least by his own appetite; the un- 
known danger that might be in store for 
Stephen Black ; the situation in which I found 
myself inextricably involved. 

There was no sleep for me that night; no 
change in my thoughts in the morning. And 
it was with an intense welcome almost equal 
to my surprise that I responded to a knock 
upon my door and opened it to find there the 
silent and uncommunicative specialist. Doctor 
Tideway — that master of Stephen Black. 

"Who the devil is this man?'' he asked, sit- 
ting down and lighting up a cigarette. " What 
type of murderer have you got yourself in- 
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volved with to play upon a sick man's fatal 
disease?" 

" Fatal disease?" I said after him, recalling 
of course now the older rumors concerning 
Stephen Black. 

" You have seen it," he repHed, " in action. 
You have seen its symptoms — its sweat, its 
staring eyes, its coimterfeit of deathly fear. 
Not counterfeit for them, but real 1 A perfect 
type of the extreme case — the one that ter- 
minates in death through fear." 

"Death," I said, "through fearl" 

And then he told me — what I should have 
myself recalled — of the disease of fear — the 
Graves' disease of the thyroid gland, at the 
end of its extreme course. 

" It comes, you know," he said, explaining, 
"from too great emotional stimulus — to 
women ; to men under constant nervous strain, 
as this one has been under all his life." 

He spoke in the cold impersonal manner of 
the doctor — considering the patient as a mere 
sequence of reactions between disease and re- 
storatives — lighting now another cigarette. 

" Often," he said, " death does not intervene 
this way. We keep them going years — as in 
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this case — by watchfulness, by the use of the 
preventive extract. But this man is too un-. 
governable — he 's had his way too long. He 
has too long a career of unopposed imperial- 
ism in his nervous system. 

" You can't do much with them/' he observed 
calmly, " after all," and stopped, contemplat- 
ing the end of his cigarette. "And at the 
end," he said, "in the extreme case they die 
practically of fear — eyes protruding, hands 
flexed, muscular rigor. They end up finally 
in a kind of fit of fear." 

He spoke still with perfect coldness, and 
though with my memory and the images which 
his speech evoked I was depressed and in- 
finitely shaken he saw nothing of it, going on 
his own professional way. 

"It is especially bad for them — any such 
excitement at night, when the nervous power 
in the brain cells is low — when the batteries of 
the brain are well discharged/' he said and 
went on in the spirit of pure materialism of 
the present-day physician. 

I did not answer him. 

"Who the devil is this man — this Plango- 
nev, who follows him so? " he asked again, " I 
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know who he is in general," he explained. 
" But where does he get his knowledge — which 
Black especially conceals from everyone?" 

I told him briefly what I could, my mouth 
still dry with my emotion. 

"You," he said after a wait, when I was 
finished, exhaling a long-held cloud of tobacco 
smoke from his lungs — "you, unless I am 
mistaken — you must be at least humane." 

" I hope so, certainly," I returned quickly. 

"Keep him away, then! Keep this man 
away from my patient — if you do not want 
to be a party to a murder. Indirect — but 
certain 1" 

When he said this my very flesh rose on 
my back as I recalled again the indirect in- 
tangible elimination of Honest John that very 
night before. 

"But," I said, steadying my voice, "I can- 
not control this man. He is much more likely 
to prove my master than I his. He will stop," 
I said — "will let loose this hold of strangula- 
tion, in my opinion, when he secures what he 
desires — and not before." 

"He can have it — absolutely," said Tide- 
way quickly. " I know this absolutely — from 
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what my man says. You can tell him so — you 
must I He can have anything — anything ; but 
he must not see my man again. He cannot see 
him ! For it is a disease," he said — '^ this thing 
— without rime or reason. You fear particu- 
lar ob j ects — particular men — and at the last 
everything! Though God knows," he added, 
"this man of mine has got enough to fear 
about — and all his class!" 

We both sat silent for a period. 

" I came to you," said my companion then 
in his cold emotionless voice, "first of all to 
save hrni. First of all for my patient^s inter- 
est. As an ambassador, if you choose, with 
his knowledge and consent — you being at the 
present time the one chance, the one element 
of possible mercy in the situation that we can 
see. And you must tell your man just what 
I say. He cannot see Stephen Black — to put 
it baldly — because it would mean death to 
him. But I also come to you for another rea- 
son — personal," he said, and stopped for a 
time, scrutinizing his dead cigarette. 

"You and I, if I am right," he said, "are 
in the same boat. We know too much — both 
of us!" 
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I assented warmly. " Much," I said, " that 
I would gladly now unlearn/' 

But we are in it, nevertheless,'* he said. 

For I take it that you can't get out. I know 
that I cannot. We are witnesses of this thing 
by necessity. But as witnesses," he went on, 
" we must not witness too much — for our own 
good." 

" I begin," I answered, " to believe that you 
are right. Where is this thing going?" I cried, 
letting loose my grasp upon myself a moment. 
*' Where is all this going to stop?" For that 
night of reconsideration and anxiety had made 
me very nervous, fearful of everything. 

" I don't know," he said, " but it makes you 
sit up — what has happened now to these fel- 
lows on Fifth Avenue. All now but a very, 
very few. I am a doctor," he said, flipping off 
his cigarette and rising now. " I am not a 
political economist. But we are in strange 
waters, my friend — you and I and all our 
kind. We want to be careful they don't close 
over all of us." 

He gave me his long cold hand and went 
out. 




XII 

When Doctor Tideway was gone I sat, I 
will not say how long — motionless, heavy with 
a sense of almost physical depression on me — 
reflecting on my present situation; my mind 
imagining again the dreadful events of the 
night before. 

I reviewed the inception of the plot of debt, 
the great strokes of Black upon the breaking 
stock market, the now demonstrated conspir- 
acy of Black and Hardman to rid the world 
of us, and finally the sinister triumph of 
Plangonev and his formula of self -elimination 
for his enemies. 

And at that I gave a start and sat bolt up- 
right in my chair. 

"Where is this all tending?" I asked aloud 
of my vacant room, as I had of the doctor. 

For a sense of recognition struck me now; 

I saw. This policy of self-elimination directed 
by the Russian, this dreadful Oriental fatalis- 
tic faith of his expressed to Black that all or- 
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ganic things bear in themselves the germs of 
self-destruction — what was this but the great 
underlying principle of Marxian socialism, 
which we were now applying to America, the 
inevitable drift of the civilization in which we 
lived toward disintegration and collapse? 

And when that struck me there was added 
to my immediate personal concern the deadly 
chill of the sudden requestioning of a man's 
entire mental and spiritual foundation in 
belief. 

" Not that," I said aloud. " Not utter pes- 
simism and pure negation. That is not our 
new freedom. That must be constructive. 
Not all disintegration— ending in utter rum 
at the bottom of the slope. What will be 
next?^' I asked myself. ".What is it that 
must come next?" 

I sprang up at once and took my telephone 
to call Plangonev — seeking to busy myself, 
no longer willing to sit there with my unprofit- 
able thoughts. My next course of action was 
at least clear. 

" I must have an understanding with you," 
I said to the Russian across the wire; "and 
that immediately!" 
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Very soon I found myself in his small mi- 
tidy oflSce, which led from the still more mi- 
tidy room where his clipping bureau worked. 

" I charge you with nothing," I said to him. 
" I think I can understand your position with 
regard to Comrade Hardman. You and I 
were outside the pale and protection of the 
law. It was very probably his life or yours — 
and incidentally, very likely, mine. And you 
would hold, I suppose, that you were justified 
in self-defense in the way you planned it, as 
much as in the shooting of a primitive mur- 
derer who was tracking you with a rifle through 
a wood. All that, I see," I said; "and I shall 
not be your judge. It would be an ungracious 
act at best from me, considering what you have 
just done probably in my behalf — the very 
saving of my life. The past is past," I said. 
" Let it he. But the future," I said, my voice 
quickening — "that is different I Where is all 
this tending — with Black — with everything 
— down, down through indirection to death 
and violence?" 

All the time that I was saying this Plan- 
gonev sat staring at me with a hard expres- 
sionless face. 
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"You guaranteed me," I cried, "absolutely, 
against violence ! " 

But now the Russian broke into a sudden 
strident laugh, which I could see he intended 
to be both scornful and reassuring, 

" Violence! '* he said, " Will you never see? '* 

And I waited, watching him — his coarse- 
pitted features, his great head, his peasant's 
hands. And now the patient, somewhat irri- 
tated smile — the studied calmness of a teacher 
with a backward child. 

"What do we do here?" he asked again, 
"in this country — your United States? We 
apply," he answered himself, "do we not;, 
Marx's formula to America — as it comes now 
inevitably across the world?" 

" Out of Russia," I assented. 

" Out of Russia, certainly," said Plangonev; 
following this war." 
Yes," I said. 

Does it stop? Does it hesitate? Does it 
show signs of halting ever — when seen under- 
neath by those who know?" 

" No," I said, and I shook my head, remem- 
bering, of course, the developments of the last 
four years — in Europe as well as here. 
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"And here," be said, "in this last strong- 
hold of capital — this America of yours — do 
we not see — you and I — the law of Marx 
work always its inevitable way?" 

I sat there silent, my whole mind accept- 
ing the soundness and the certainty of his 
statements. 

"Till now," said Plangonev more loudly, 
*"the end — the day is upon us.'* 

"The day!" I replied. 

"The day of Marx. The self-ending of 
capitalism ! " 

"And with no violence?" I asked quickly, 
still persisting. 

Violence I" said Plangonev sharply. 
Why always violence? Violence," he in- 
quired, now visibly more irritated, "to what 
end? What was violence for the workers ever? 
The tearing up of a few railroad ties. The 
destruction of a factory. Bah! What is that? 
A few hundred thousand dollars of capital, at 
the best. And no doubt death and misery^ 
for more workers. 

" Why this? " he asked. When all round us 
now to-day we see, now coming to its last, the 
deep inevitable workings of the formula of 
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Marx— completing its own course one by one 
among the nations — and now here. 

'' Should we," he asked sarcastically — "we, 
the proletariat — now at this time start to 
destroy the property of the bourgeois — the 
machinery of industry now certainly about to 
fall into the hands of the commonwealth of 
the workers? Or perhaps," he ended with a 
sudden hostile stare at me, "you doubt even 
now the early coming of our victory?" 

"Not I!" I defended quickly. "I see it 
everjrwhere plainly. He must be blind who 
does not now — in this country, as well as 
Europe. And yet," I said ; and started to say 
more, to ask more of the varied questions that 
came thronging into my mind about conditions 
of the impending change. 

But suddenly Plangonev, pursuing as usu- 
ally his own thoughts, laughed quite heartily. 

"What?" I asked him— "what is it that 
you laugh at now?" 

For his whole temper now had changed — 
from irritation to content. 

" To see," he replied, " how close it comes. 
How close now comes their inevitable end. 
And how they squirm now, recognizing at last 
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what is upon them, starting their last act of 
self-destruction/* 

"Who?" I asked, wondering, watching him 
and the pleasure in his face with a curious, un- 
definable sense of discomfort and alarm. 
Who? " I asked, watching. 
The thirty-five per cent," said Plangonev. 

And I knew, of course, that he alluded to 
the smaller capitalists of the United States — 
the thirty-five per cent of our population who, 
according to Professor King's statistics, upon 
which Plangonev so relied, now, after the elim- 
ination of the great bourgeois — Plangonev's 
accursed two per cent — divided among them- 
selves the remaining two-fifths of the former 
capital of the country. 

'' Is it not a spectacle for the high laughing 
gods?" exclaimed Plangonev, and himself 
laughed heartily again. The last of the bour- 
geois now fighting one another to the death 
hke two shipwrecked sailors upon a sea raft, 
bound in any case to destruction, but bringing 
it ever nearer and more near. " Why fight — 
brothers ? " he exclaimed, still laughing. " But 
no! They must — it is the nature of the 
times!" 
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You mean?" I asked. 
What would I mean?" said Plangonev. 
" This move to split themselves, the thirty-five 
per cent, clear across ; this move now filling all 
the newspapers to take over all the bonds of 
all other possible industries — following the 
example of the railroads." 

And save," I said, of course remembering, 
the property of the small city bourgeois — \ 

the bonds and underlying capital which lie in 
their small safe-deposit boxes and their banks 
of savings and insurance companies." 
"What else?" replied Plangonev. 
"The real savings of the nation," I said; 
"not wind — like so much of common stock. 
Real savings — laboriously made." 

"And the more bitterly defended on that 
accoimt," said Plangonev, smiling. 

It would save them perhaps," I remarked. 
And so ruin the agrarians — the other 
half of the thirty-five per cent. The agra- 
rians!" he said, and laughed as I had never 
seen him laugh before. 

" A sad end," he said, " of their happy taxes, 
so carefully placed upon the two per cent, and 
their old foes, the corporations ! " 
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" What? " I inquired of him now. 

" What they see now — the happy taxes now 
rolling back upon themselves! And now — at 
last/* he said — " if the remainder of the thirty- 
five per cent desert — you see?" 

And I saw indeed. 

"The happy taxes fall full weight upon 
them, the agrarians — the last of the holders 
of private property on the continent — as they 
^ere once the first." 

And I started at the picture it brought up. 

It is impossible," I said. 
Certainly," said Plangonev. " Yes. It is 
the last. They cannot alone pay their happy 
taxes." 

"You misunderstand," I said, "what I 
would say. You do not know them — the 
American farmers — how determined, how ob- 
stinate; how individualistic in all their ways." 

"Have I not said," responded Plangonev, 
"from the first that I knew them for what 
they were ? Not radicals — as they themselves 
would say. Least of aUI The epitome of all 
the virtues of property — landholders, savers 
of capital, nationalists, religionists — the very 
backbone of the capitalistic economy." 
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" But taxes I " I said. " They will fight first ! 
They always have. The word * taxes ' has been 
a battle call to our farmers from the days of 
Concord and of Lexington.** 

"They will fight?'* said Plangonev, mock- 
ing. " How? Who? When they are the only 
ones who remain with any property that is 
not governmental?*' 

And I sat silent, considering, in strange dis- 
quiet and unrest. 

"You see,** said Plangonev; and he spread 
out his hand in that expressive Oriental gesture 
by which all things at last reduce themselves 
to their own negation. "You see,** he said, 
"the end?** 

"But,** I answered, starting up, for the 
whole thing disquieted me to an intense degree, 
"grant that you are right in this — right as 
well as logical. There still remains the pro- 
letariat.** 

"How?" asked Plangonev. 

" Their temper now— their strikes and gen- 
eral strikes growing worse continually since 
the war. Strikes which spread now — insist- 
ent on ever more and more — in face of abso- 
lute knowledge that capital has no more to 
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give them. And anger — growing more and 
more bitter," 

''But what," asked Plangonev — ^'against 
whom will their anger lie— the anger of the 
proletariat, the great sixty-three per cent here 
— when they themselves control? Shall they 
fight themselves?" he asked, once more mock- 
ing me, "to keep themselves — their govern- 
ment, which they control by vote — from 
ownership? 

" Oh, comrade. Comrade Todd," said Plan- 
gonev, rallying me, " how much you are a man 
of little faith in our own movement when you 
have so much faith in other ways. Your old 
specter," he went on, " of violence haunts you 
still too much. Conu^ade, is it not so? I my- 
self — I can still hope for myself there should 
be no violence. But at the worst," he con- 
tinued, ''granted that your fears were right — 
what then? Would it change the situation one 
iota, as we see it? Would it change now by 
one dot the inevitable?" 

And I made no answer — knowing none. 

"Do we not know," he said, "without a 
doubt — you and I — what now approaches? 
The end of capitalism — the cost of govern- 
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ment — the waste — the debt of every kind, 
that now, grown utterly unbearable, starts to 
fall, and marks at last that end?" 

"We know — yes," I replied in a low voice 
with a curious mixture of apprehension and 
solemnity. 

" Then why desert us now? " he urged, now 
in a more lively and appealing voice. " Why 
quarrel now with what occurs on the very eve 
of victory — when your peculiar temper and 
your principles of peace will no doubt so much 
mitigate the perhaps natural harshness of the 
proletariat? As now, for instance, in tb's case 
of Black — and me ? " 

" Black! " I echoed, apprehensive of his way 
of introducing him. "The case of Black! 
Just what," I exclaimed quickly, suspicion 
coming over me again from that dreadful 
memory of the night before — "just what are 
your purposes for Black? I must know them 
at once." 

Meaning," replied Plangonev, eying me, 
should I murder him? Or rather, let him 
complete his own self-murder, like his capital; 
his own stock market? " And then he laughed. 

I gazed at him waiting for his answer. 
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"Murder — nol" he said; and he laughed 
again, still more heartily, " Oh, comrade. Com- 
rade Todd, how the American reUgious train- 
ing predisposes to suspicion. Death of Black 1'' 
he said now, growing serious suddenly. " Kill 
Black now! Should I be crazy?" 

"Crazy?" I echoed him again. 

" Have I taken all his funds yet? Have I 
demanded more than he would have available 
at this time? Have I not asked for half, and 



no more? 
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No more — no,'* I granted him. 
Well?" he asked, and gazed at me. 
Well?" I answered, waiting. 

**Can you not see yet? Living, he would 
be with us — our bank, our fund, caring with 
so much more expertness than we, for our fund 
of freedom. But always under us, by fear of 
death." 

" Yes," I conceded, remembering, of course, 
my talk of those few hours before with the 
doctor. " Yes," I said, " while he lives we hold 
— or you, at least, hold always over him the 
greatest of all powers — the veritable power 
of life and death." 

" Positively," said Plangonev. " Living, he 
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is for us ; dead — he becomes what ? One more 
corpse, merely," he «aid in brief answer to 
himself. 

The phrasing of his speech was horrible — I 
could not help but flinch from it. But its logic 
was unimpeachable. I could not but be re- 
assured as to his purposes. 

" To prove this more to you," he continued, 
" I had planned to visit you to-day for this 
one reason: That I should not go longer to 
his house, for the present at least, until I 
should know his condition. I have no desire 
to stimulate his disease of death now — cer- 
tainly. Quite the contrary. And I shall not 
go to the house now for the forcing of the new 
payment for our freedom fund — unless it is 
seen first to be wise." 

"Who then," I asked— "if not you?" 
" You," said Plangonev, " if you will." 
And now, convinced by this last guaranty 
of good faith, entirely unsolicited by me, I 
felt certain of his intentions toward Stephen 
Black, and I related to him most circumstan- 
tially the visit of Black's doctor to me that 
morning. 

"Your plan has worked," I said; "your 
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close knowledge of Black's hidden disease — 
however you may have obtained it — has 
pressed the lever you had hoped. And now 
he yields you everything we desire. His prop- 
erty as you foresaw is now in substance no 
longer his, but ours — our fund of freedom, 
saved for us." 

"You see," said Plangonev with a calm 
smile and outward gesture once again. " Logic. 
That is all there is — ever. Not how we should 
act, but how we must. All — all in the end 
is inevitability. But now," he continued, while 
I drew back inwardly from this brief state- 
ment of the world as he saw it, " you must start 
at once and make the way of the beginning 
of the new transfer of our freedom fund — as 
your doctor has presaged." 

*' Of the full half," I inquired, " that you 
demanded?" 

"Yes," said Plangonev, and gave me his 
instructions. " Some ten per cent, let us say, 
in gold. But most in his securities, his bonds." 

And I marked mentally the knowledge that 
he showed himself to possess even of Black's 
securities. Yet his decision concerning the 
transfer of them surprised me still more. 
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" Bonds 1 At present prices!" I said, won- 
dering. 

For of course even then — we were now, as 
you will see, at the opening of this last sum- 
mer — all bonds had gone down unprecedent- 
edly low, there being, with the government debt 
of every kind, such vast amounts to be 
absorbed. 

"Yes," Plangonev answered definitely, 
"that will be best for this time/' 

I looked at him, awaiting further explana- 
tion. 

"Before we are through with these," he 
continued, "the price of waste paper will be 
much lower, no doubt." 

With that somewhat cryptic remark he 
dropped the subject, leaving me to conjecture 
what blow he was about to strike. 

So far as 1 can recall to-day that was my 
fcrt intimetion concerning R^ Friday. 

" Shall I telephone the house now? " I asked, 
accepting his hint to drop the matter. 

" The sooner the better," said Plangonev. 




XIII 

I WAS fortunate in securing an immediate 
appointment at the house of Black — one 
which caused me some surprise. The doctor 
was engaged, it seemed, but Miss Black would 
be glad to see me, it was said, as early as my 
convenience. 

"It would seem almost as if she had been 
expecting me," I commented to Plangonev 
as I left him. 

"Why not?" said Plangonev imperturb- 
ably. " Someone must." 

I tinned and passed on alone toward and 
down the silent street of the great bourgeois. 
I was experiencing now a curious reaction — 
almost a depression — doubtless due in part 
to the depressing influences of the last twenty- 
four hours; but in part as well to a keener 
realization than ever before that the great 
change, the inevitable day of Marx, loomed 
now so close upon us. There was a sense of 
passing, of instability — the necessarily mel- 
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ancholy sense of the disintegration of a time — 
which after all was the only time I had known. 

From the first of our movement, I reflected, 
walking on, I had been disappointed in the 
method of the approach — no matter how 
peaceful it had been or might be — of our long- 
hoped-for new freedom. It might, I still 
hoped, continue to arrive without violence ; yet 
it was so much less joyous than, so much the 
opposite of the outburst of good will and hap- 
piness for all men which I had painted in my 
dreams of Christian socialism — this inevit- 
able logical progress of the formula of self- 
elimination, of the suicide of a society by this 
inescapable law of Kari Marx. Even the 
empty houses of the great bourgeois depressed 
me as I watched them. 

They stood, in the somewhat cloudy morn- 
ing — these demicastles of the Russian's ac- 
cursed two per cent — empty now, nine out of 
ten, with the long shades down in their blank 
windows; a street as melancholy almost, and 
as vacant as the deserted tenement village of 
a bankrupt New England mill. Only here 
and there a few familiar families, who held 
their income by some deep imderlying lien on 
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corporations or government debt or real prop- 
erty, still kept their mansions open in the 
absence of their former neighbors. And I re- 
flected what was now in store for this world- 
famous street and its imitation castles. 

" In three months now," I told myself, " at 
most, they will all be emptied. In five years 
all gone — replaced by structures for some use- 
ful end; unless some few preserved for curi- 
osity's sake as half museums — like old castles 
of the European nobles from which they were 
copied — to show to a more civilized age these 
curious folk — this strange excrescence of an 
extinct civilization that was supported by the 
labor of their ancestry.'' 

And I started thinking then upon the in- 
dividuals I had chanced to know — and the 
peculiar situations or methods that had pro- 
duced their abnormal and unhealthy wealth. 

"An evil scarlet growth upon society — 
yes," I said again. " No doubt. A situation 
now," I said, " no different in its essence from 
that our great-great-grandfathers saw in the 
breakdown of the feudal era in the French 
Revolution. As much, no doubt, might have 
been said for those other rulers then. Hard 
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or easy, direct or crafty, forcers or tricksters, 
makers or wasters, men of power or mere de- 
generate's spindling offspring— no matter 
how they seized and ruled, or transmitted, or 
gorged themselves into a death of surfeit while 
others starved, thev themselves were but the 
net result of the inevitable forces of the age 
that fashioned them. As we all are ourselves," 
I said, recalling naturally the tenets of the 
social science of Marx. 

And with that a curious breath of doubt 



came over me. 



Who will succed them," I asked, " as rulers 
in our new freedom ? What type are the forces 
of this age fashioning to take up the new 
power?" 

And I stopped in my walking for a moment. 

"Men like Plangonev? Or Hardman?" I 
said aloud. Involuntarily I shuddered. 

"I am full of doubt to-day," I said, and 
straightened myself up again and went on. 
And very soon I was passing up the steps of 
the lugubrious house of Stephen Black — that 
so-called family vault of the newspaper press, 
which I had now half articulately renamed for 
myself the House of Fear. 
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The bigy melancholy door man let me in, 
more still than ever; and I stood again in the 
house's silence, now intensified to me by 
the knowledge of the oppressive sickness of 
its master. Fantastic, almost grotesque, it 
seemed, what Fate — or God's eternal justice, 
as I prefer to think — had visited in the end 
upon this man — this hard unscrupulous man 
whose operations upon the stock market had 
indirectly imposed upon society a burden often 
equal to a scourge of famine — now lying some- 
where above me there, afraid of each new 
shadow on the wall. 

I sat oppressed by thought and memories 
and the influence of the place, looking down 
and framing into speech the personally most 
disagreeable task that was before me — a mis- 
sion I naturally would have much preferred 
to negotiate through the dispassionate coldness 
of the doctor than through the daughter of the 
sick and now — as we might possibly assume 
— slowly dying man. I sat there thinking, 
wondering a little that she should have ap- 
peared at all in the transaction, when I heard 
again, back within that muted house, the 
plainly audible sibilance of the progress of 
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Charlotte Black now coming out to meet 
me. 

She was pale, I noted now — with a paleness 
almost as marked as one might have expected 
in a product of that sunless house; but very 
calm and self-possessed, and never in her life 
more beautiful. 

Again — from the intensity of my realization 
of the closeness of the great change that was upon 
us — a conjecture went across my mind con- 
cerning the newtime into which we were passing. 

" Will our new freedom — with its new utili- 
ties and deeper thought life for its women,'' 
I asked myself —" produce anything so phys- 
ically lovely as this creature, devoted con- 
sciously to loveliness, with all the background 
and the means for securing it?" 

And meanwhile, with the ease of manner 
of which she was such mistress, Charlotte Black 
had immediately taken from me the initiative 
in the conversation I had anticipated with such 
dread. 

Her father, she assured me, was somewhat 
better now — though not himself by any 
means. And of course it would be impossible 
for him to transact business. 
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Into the difficult subject that we had dis- 
cussed she led me with perfect ease and poise 
and no embarrassment. I watched her with 
a growing wonder of admiration, sha.rpened, 
of course, by my own thoughts. 

She was more than a beautiful woman. She 
was, in spite of her — shall I call it imperious- 
ness of manner? — that rare and much prized 
product of our earlier and less utile times — 
a lady. A thing artificial, of course, framed 
under the artificial circumstances in which it 
grew-the protection that the rich security 
of a house threw about the women of so many 
of the bourgeois. And, with a natural instinct 
for such refinement, this woman had attained 
to a high degree that frail and artificial nicety 
in those smaller, weaker feminine powers of 
manner and taste and physical appeal — the 
many more superficial arts of mere appearance 
— which now with the increasing intellectual 
and physical utility of women we must, I re- 
flected, expect to see relegated more and more 
to the background. But yet, as we all know, 
arts very beautiful of their kind I 

I watched her as she had her way with me, 
deftly directing the conversation. Her ease 
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and suppleness of address soon brought us to 
the point I had come to discuss — the transfer 
of the funds from her father to us — a matter 
upon which I found her mind strangely well 
informed. 

"With whom," I asked her finaUy, *'wiU it 
be best that we deal?" 

For I could not see through whom, in the 
absence of Black, so secret a transaction would 
be consummated. Some private secretary, 
perhaps. 

"With me," she answered definitely — to 
my very great surprise. 

"You!" I had cried out before I thought. 
"And perhaps dealing with me," I went on 
instantly, covering as I might my rudeness. 
" The only objection I might urge is that for 
my part in such a matter I should be a mere 
agent — and not a very expert one at that, I 
fear." 

" Then why not," she asked, " bring in your 
principal?" 

"Plangonevl" I blurted out in my new 
surprise. 

For I had up to that time studiously avoided 
bringing even his name into the conversation 
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— realizing how repulsive, under the existing 
circumstances, the mere consideration of the 
Russian might naturally be to her. 

To my great amazement she showed no 
signs of emotion whatever — even at the mala- 
droit abruptness of my bringing his name into 
the conversation. 

"I should think so, yes," she said, now 
calmly planning the details of their meeting. 
"We should meet, of course, best in my 
father's oflSce, you using the private stairs. 
There would be no more danger of disturb- 
ance to my father than if we were in another 
house. You, of course," she added, "will be 
with us, as in the past." 

" If you wish," I said. 

Not long after that I went out, with my 
messages to Plangonev. 

I must confess I could not fathom the 
woman. How could she, knowing as she must 
the previous transactions between the two men, 
and Plangonev's responsibiKty for her father's 
at least dangerous condition, find even the abil- 
ity of meeting the Russian — much less sug^ 
gest it? 

But so it was ; the arrangement for meeting 
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Plangonev was made at her own suggestion; 
and I could only wonder and carry out her 
wishes. 

" Frail/' I said, " they may appear — women 
of that type and breeding; but this one has a 
strength of purpose that seems incredible. 
Either an unbelievable strength of will or a 
lack of sensibility equally inconceivable." 

I waited now with more than curiosity — 
with a certain real suspense — the meeting 
again of these two so opposite creatures imder 
the new and necessarily distressing circum- 
stances in that house of fear. Never had they 
seemed so antipodal in the world — the height 
of frailty, inutility and protected beauty on 
the one side; of strength and directness and 
common fiber upon the other. Never was the 
contrast so deeply marked to me as when I 
met with them that first time, in the great 
dark carved room again, for the transfer of 
the great sums that were to be made through 
her to us for our fund of freedom. 

" One thing you will understand, of course," 
she proclaimed at the outset; "no one will be 
able to see my father from now on." 

"How is he?" I asked earnestly again; al- 
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ways quickly anxious as to the result of that 
night*s conference upon him. 

" As well as may be expected," she returned 
vaguely. "But still not capable of being 
seen." 

"Why," interjected Plangonev; and he 
gazed at her with that now bold and open 
glance of appraisal and physical admiration 
— " why should we see him, when we can see 
and be with you ? Why — so long as you and 
I can continue carrying out the work together 
- in harmony ? » he asked, and smUed a curious 
drawn smile. 

I liked his attitude toward her very little, 
and I warned liim so. 

" I ? " he said with a meaning smile. " Watch 
her!" 

And I did from that time on. She was a 
great puzzle to me. 

And now began the drag and tedium of the 
mere transfer of that enormous sum — those 
tens of millions in money and securities — es- 
pecially the great mass of bonds which Plan- 
gonev preferred to take. 

Much of it was carried to my place, but 
most to his ; and I was startled at the thought 
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of so much property with such slight 
protection. 

" Suppose a fire should start," I said, expos- 
tulating, "in either place?" 

He laughed, and even struck my back; for 
he was in high spirits now, higher every day. 

" It will not be long now," he said, laughing. 
" Not longer than our Red Friday." 

"Red Friday!" I repeated; for now, natu- 
rally, for sometime I had felt there was some 
big movement in the wind. 

Yet this time, too, he put me off with an 



evasion. 



You had," he said, " your Black Friday 
in the United States; following your other, 
your Civil War, as you remember." 

And I of course recalled that much. 

"Why should we not have ours, we of the 
new freedom, our Red Friday now? " he asked. 

I caught his intimation naturally; but no 
more, he evidently not desiring to elucidate 
the idea. 

Our transfer, meanwhile, to our fund of 
freedom went on day after day in the office of 
Black. It was not especially exciting or spec- 
tacular. What was it, after all, as Plangonev 
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said, but the transfer of paper no different 
from other paper; an occupation as tradition- 
ally stupid as the work of a bank clerk in the 
immense modem treasure house of a bank? 
One-tenth of that amount in jewels or precious 
metals, I reflected, would have made a scintil- 
lant and alluring appeal to the imagination 
that would have lasted a full lifetime, where 
this sight merely tended into yawning. 

But there was still another matter that 
would furnish me as a comparatively unoccu- 
pied onlooker an interest and great curiosity; 
and that was the attitude of the two principals 
in the affair — of Plangonev and the young 
woman. 

It has been often asked of me since the event 
if there was nothing in the manner of Char- 
lotte Black to give me a clew to what she was 
about — some indication of purpose. My an- 
swer is there were continuously and all too ob- 
viously signs of purpose — but of purpose I 
could not interpret satisfactorily to myself. 

The first and most obvious of all of course 
was her prolonging of the work of the transfer. 
At first I thought I must be wrong; that her 
actions must perhaps be the result of inexperi- 
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ence in such matters, and consequent slowness. 
But as time went on it became perfectly ap- 
parent even to me that Charlotte Black was 
deliberately prolonging the process of our 
transfer. My thought would have been that 
naturally at the first possible moment she 
would desire to end the transaction and re- 
move from her house that agent — that dan- 
gerous murderous blackmailer, from her stand- 
point — who threatened it in such an intolerable 
way. If so she should have ended her work at 
once. She did not end it. On the contrary she 
prolonged it. And there could be but one in- 
ference: She deliberately preferred to hold us 
— or, rather, hold Plangonev there. For very 
obviously it was not I she would hold or re- 
lease, I being very clearly a matter of indiflFer- 
ence in the transaction. 

It was a strange and unattractive thing to 
see— this attitude of hers, as now I saw it de- 
velop. Upstairs — over us in the great mas- 
ter's bedroom of that dark house of fear — 
Stephen Black, still prone, still in no diflFerent 
strength so far as we could learn, held to his 
life barely through every artifice that wealth 
and science could provide — stricken down by 
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this man, his enemy, with as brutal directness 
as with a club. And here below, this enemy 
sat with Black's own daughter, chatting, laugh- 
ing — yes, from all surface indications, still 
interesting her; attracting her, to all appear- 
ances, in spite of the disparity of ages and the 
yawning difference of their tastes and lives 
and training. 

It was not alone the man's bold attitude 
toward the woman; with that alone I could 
have dealt ; it was — I could not deny that to 
myself now — the thing he had first called my 
attention to, her attitude toward him. For as 
time went on and Plangonev grew bolder, 
rather than any shrinking, her own manner 
showed a coming out to meet him — the con- 
stant studied appeals to a man's vanity and 
pity and hope; the weakness and beauty of 
woman artfully appealing to a man's strength; 
a duel, a game as old as man, but never played, 
I thought, in more distressing circumstances. 

The hints of Plangonev, the memories of the 
singular intellectual attraction he had seemed 
to have for her in previous months — ^appar- 
ently in spite of her tastes and will — came 
back to me. I would not trust my own obser- 
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vations of them, but at times, too, I could 
scarcely doubt them. 

" If it should be true of her," I said to my- 
self more than once — "if this byplay should 
be what it now grows to seem I would never 
trust a woman in the world again." 

Plangonev, on his side, no longer talked of 
her to me — though several times after leaving 
her I saw him smile. The absence of his usual 
bitter comment on the cruelty and the physical 
loveliness of the women of the great bour- 
geois struck me as significant in itself. And 
I watched the apparent progress of their closer 
understanding grow with a most impleasant 
mixture of discomfort and surprise. 

It was the last day finally, when I had my 
last shock from it. We were getting together 
the last of the freedom fund and making up 
the last of the accounts, Plangonev aiding 
Charlotte Black assiduously in their comple- 
tion. Plangonev had been more than usually 
bold in his attentions on that day — politer, so 
to say, than a trained bear; and Charlotte 
Black more interested and appealing. We 
were on the verge of leaving, when Plango- 
nev's sudden reconsideration came. 
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" I shall regret much," he said to her, " go- 
ing." And I noticed that unusually mocking 
6mile upon his face as he said it to her, she 
smiling hack at him. 

And then as by an impulse he put the pap^s 
he was carrying upon the great center table. 

" After all," he said — and smiled again that 
unpleasant meaning smile at her-"why 
should I go quite yet?" 

And suddenly with an utter change in man- 
ner he turned toward me. 

"You may step outside," he said to me in 
a tone he had never used before, " if you please. 
I have something to say to Miss Black — in 
which it will not be necessary that we should 
have the benefit of clergy." 

I rose, angered by the gratuitous insult of 
his words and manner. And I looked natu- 
rally toward the young woman. 

"That," I answered him, "will be, natu- 
rally, for Miss Black to say." 

"If you will, please!" she said to me, in- 
timating that I should go. 

And I noticed that she was smiling at Plan- 
gonev. 

And with that of course I stepped without. 
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into the inclosed stone corridor— the passage, 
ostensibly a fire escape, which led down to the 
secret entrance upon Sixty-fifth Street. If 
I had given away to my own instincts I should 
of course have gone angrily on. But remem- 
bering all the circumstances I deemed it best 
to wait. 

I was there several minutes before the pan- 
eled door slid open once again, before me. 

"After to-night, then," Plangonev was 
saying, "I shall see you again, not before 
Friday." 

" On Friday," she replied. 

And I noted she was still smiling. 



XIV 

I HAVE not so far dwelt on Plangonev's re- 
lations with women. It is neither pleasant nor 
necessary to do so after the recent and linger- 
ing discussion of them in so many parts of our 
daily press. Suffice it to say that from our 
established standards they were not good. 

On the other hand it must be said for him 
that he never made the slightest pretense they 
were. They represented no more obligation 
upon either side than might have been ex- 
pected from persons economically free who, 
holding the somewhat negative doctrine of 
free association, found themselves in social con- 
ditions like those Plangonev encountered in 
New York, where individuals were in a con- 
stant state of change and irresponsibility and 
unrest. 

But, be that as it may, I need not say I 
never sympathized with him, either in bis the- 
ory or practice; and it was with suspicion and 
unease as well as personal humiliation that I 
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found myself waiting outside in that bare 
white stone funnel of the secret stairway, while 
Plangonev discussed with Charlotte Black the 
matter, whatever it might be, for the private 
consideration of which they had so summarily 
dismissed me from the room. 

I recalled as I waited — more angry always, 
and more puzzled — the expressions of their 
faces and the strange and unpleasant develop- 
ment of their attitude toward one another in 
the last few days and hours. And there came 
to me then of course above all else the look that 
Plangonev's face assumed so often after we 
had parted from her — that gleam, as I con- 
ceived it, which comes in the face of plunder- 
ers of cities; and his hard and yet admiring 
comments upon the cruelty and weaknesses 
and carefully cultivated physical beauty of the 
women of the great bourgeois. 

All this had no tendency, you may be sure, 
to modify my natural personal sense of re- 
sentment, and I voiced my displeasure imme- 
diately we found ourselves outside the guarded 
door upon Sixty-fifth Street. 

" What does it mean," I asked, " in the first 
place? Why was it impossible that I should 
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be present? Are you,'* I said, my angry sus- 
picions flaring into immoderate speech — "are 
you involving that young woman in another 
and more sinister form of blackmail? Are 
you using the potentialities of her father's sick- 
ness to enforce new demands — of a character 
I may not hear?" 

And Plangonev merely laughed. 

" Is it merely money — the legitimate busi- 
ness of our fund? " I cried. " Or is it — " 

And Plangonev laughed a still louder laugh, 
nodding his head as he did so. 

"Bourgeois," he said. "Bourgeois to the 
bone I" 

" I mean it," I said; and I stopped now on 
the sidewalk and faced him squarely. " I mean 
just what I say I I shall not be deterred by 
mere epithets." 

" Then I must tell you, I see," said Plan- 
gonev, still smiling, mocking me. " But come, 
let us go on. We may talk as well walking — 
without attracting attention standing here." 

"What," I said, moving on with him — 
" what is it you proposed to her? " 

"Marriage," said Plangonev with a most 
unpleasing smile. 
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Marriage 1" I exclaimed. 
Yes," he answered in his most jeering way. 
Am I not fortmiate?" 

" Marriage I " I cried. " With you I " I was 
cold with anger, feeling certain now that he 
was flouting me. 

"Why not?" he asked. 

" And she refused you," I said, passing on, 
disregarding hun and his jesting. Marriage 
with him of course was not impossible merely, 
it was inconceivably grotesque. 

" Far from it," said Plangonev calmly. 

I looked at him, confused now as well as 
angry. For I felt there was sincerity in his 
voice as well as jeering. 

"You have seen her — her actions toward 
me? " he asked me then. 

And a sharp memory of her recent conduct 
caught me. 

"If she had wished — even just now — to 
repulse me or to avoid me even," he continued, 
" would she not have done so — by simply ask- 
ing you to remain with us till I went? Instead 
— what did she do?" 

I was silent, dumfounded. There rushed 
back to me of course the manner and actions 
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of the woman — her apparent appeals to Plan- 
gonev ; to his vanity, to his pity and his physi- 
cal admiration. Was it possible — this thing 
that he was telling me now, with now every 
apparent sincerity? 

"Marriage with you I" I said again. "At 
her age!" 

" Why not? " said Plangonev. " Could she 
not have married those as old and ugly in her 
own class without exciting conunent?'' 

"Even then," I returned — "marriage with 
you ! She must know exactly what that would 
mean. She must know of you — of your life 
and of your principles." 

" She is certainly," said Plangonev calmly, 
"not uninformed. As she would not be 
perhaps of the similar probabilities in the 
habits of a possible husband within the great 
bourgeois." 

I went on, disregarding his remark, ques- 
tioning him. 

" You mean to say," I cried again, not yet 
convinced, "that she will marry you?" 

" Not me," said Plangonev tersely; **^no." 

"Not you!" I cried again. 

" Not me ; no," replied the Russian. " Am 
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I a fool? Me?" he said, spreading out his 
arms to show his coarse and dingy person. " I 
laugh. She acts well, but not well enough. 
She will not deceive me so. She pretends — 
most warmly. But underneath she is colder 
than the mermaid. She marry mel" he cried 
laughing. "Nol" 

"What is it?" I said, regarding him now 
closely. " What are you trying to say — when 
you have just informed me she would marry 
you?" 

" Not me. But luxury — money — safety ! " 

" What have you been telhng her? " I called 
to him sitting up. "What means have you 
used to bring this about — this so-called prom- 
ise of marriage you are speaking about?" 

" Nothing new, nothing very unusual in her 
class," said Plangonev. "And nothing cer- 
tainly but the strictest truth. I have but 
shown her plainly," he said, " our plans. The 
situation she will be in when they are all com- 
plete, when we have taken the remainder of 
her father's wealth; and the conditions which 
we must now expect after our Friday." 

I sat now, with my mouth closed — waiting 
for his voluntary statements. 
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" You missed the key — that is all/' pursued 
Plangonev. " It is, as to all things in history 
or biology, economic. The terms of future liv- 
ing. And marriage as they conduct it — the 
bourgeois — is concededly nothing less than 
the transfer of one property to another. For 
the marriage of convenience is not confined 
to the great bourgeois alone; it goes with 
property — with every little peasant's prop- 
erty in Europe." 

"In Europe, perhaps," I cried, "but not 
herel" 

"Oh, yes," said Plangonev. "Here too. 
They protest, and protest — your women. 
But in the end they yield — to common sense 
and prudence. Why not? " he went on calmly. 
"It is the natural and laudable instinct of 
woman — without support yet from the state 
during child-bearing — to seek property, the 
certainty of food and clothing when she most 
needs it. After all," said Plangonev with his 
hard smile, "they are human — women — out- 
side of mid- Victorian poetry. . They must eat, 
and clothe and feed their offspring. It is a 
not unnatural instinct. 

" And with this one," he said in my silence 
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— "with this fine specimen of the women of 
the great bourgeois especially. Place yourself 
for a minute in the position of this woman. A 
creatiu'e of wealth, a thing made of money — 
as clearly as spim cloth of gold. Up to now, 
rich, useless, warmed and fed and cared for 
and beautified by a multitude of servants ; al- 
most incapable of locomotion upon her own 
white feet. Suddenly this emptiness yawns 
underneath. One by one the great bourgeois 
— these people she knows best — go sliding 
down into the abyss. And she herself alone 
Tvaits on the verge of it. 

" And so when I speak," he said — "II She, 
knowing, seeing with her own eyes where the 
money and power is now transferred! What 
more natural," he asked, " for her type?" 

I said nothing — turning all this over in my 
mind — appalled, humiliated and horrified. 

"It is the same exactly — as her father. 
Why not? The same bait for both. Why 
should it be diflferent?" 

But I gave a groan — of horror and disgust. 

"They disintegrate — the whole class," said 
Plangonev, " by pure necessity, by the simple 
necessity of the law of Marx." 
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" I 'U not believe it! " I cried loudly. 

"What?" Plangonev asked, surprised at 
my sudden outburst, the loudness of my voice. 

" It is monstrous I " I said. " You! " I cried. 
"She marry you — the himter, the possible 
murderer of her father ! " 

" The instinct," said Plangonev, now recov- 
ered from his surprise and again laughing at 
me — "the instinct of self-preservation is still 
a very strong one everywhere; even with the 
female." 

" I will not," I said — " I will not credit it. 
It is monstrous — monstrous! She would be 
no woman. For a woman it would be 
impossible." 

He only smiled. 

"Law!" I cried. "Economics! Your law 
— your damnable — yes, damnable law of 
Marx would not so stretch its hands into 
a woman's heart — no matter what the 
necessity." 

And Plangonev laughed a great laugh now 
— ahnost crowing with laughter. 

Oh, comrade. Comrade Todd," he said, 
what blasphemy for a Christian socialist! 
Doubt of Marx himself! What a fury of 
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bourgeois emotion I Why not," he said, "if 
you doubt me ask her? What more simple? 
Why not telephone her and see if I am 
truthful?" 

He was in such high spirits as I had never 
seen before. 

" But now," he said, " if you were willing I 
could discuss with you something more conse- 
quential than the emotional reactions of 
women. I could tell you now of our Red 
Friday." 

I listened dully at first — even to that I It 
aflfected me with strange and imaccoimtable 
poignancy — what I had just heard; more in 
fact than any of the more superficially aston- 
ishing developments before— this arraign- 
ment of his of the faith of our women. This 
sneering half jest of his upon the negation of 
the inexorable law of Marx of all our estab- 
lished and treasured instincts. It was a shock 
unlike anything that had come to me — not so 
much pain and horror as the sense of nausea ; 
the sense which, I have been told, those pass- 
ing through the experience of an earthquake 
feel at the imdreamed-of terror of the giving 
way of the solid world beneath them. 
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But then my mind began gathering in the 
details of Plangonev's conversation. 

"It hangs now — the whole thing," he ex- 
plained, "by a thread; and a frayed one at 
that. Debt — dead capital — clogs everything 
— the banks, private industry, the Govern- 
ment. Debt I Debt! Debt!" he said, and 
laughed. "They support the staggering 
structure of credit now by main strength and 
combined agreements — hoping not to give it 
any shock. They will not sell, for example, 
or offer to sell, any quantity of securities." 

I listened now, breathless. 

" There have been no sales for months, be- 
yond the little dribblings of small holders. 
Now we," he continued, " with this great mass 
•of bonds in our hands, come out with them — 
on the market." 

"The bond market?" I said. "The old 
stock market upon Wall Street?" 

Plangonev nodded. 

" And offer them down indefinitely," he said, 
" without rest." 

" On Friday?" I said, seeing now. 

"Why not?" said Plangonev, "remember- 
ing the traditions of the day ; the chances that 
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it makes for advertising — in accordance with 
old superstition. So we proletariat," he said, 
"shall have, too, our Friday! Red Friday — 
the end of capitalism in the United States." 

"The end of the world," I cried, "as we 
have known it — according to the laws of 
Marx!" 

And when I foresaw it — that long-hoped- 
for time — strangely enough a sense of terrible 
depression came over me; depression and dis- 
trust. How often I had longed for just this 
time. Now that it was upon us — looming 
over us, inevitable — I felt I cannot say what 
shrinking 1 

" After it — after this Red Friday," I asked 
myself sharply — " what? " 

I was far too agitated to ask this aloud of 
Plangonev then. I parted from him and went 
on home. 
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XV 

That was Tuesday — Tuesday evening, 
the 15th of August, 1922. I sat in my room 
alone, buried in thought, endeavoring with all 
my powers to realize the conditions of the im- 
pending change. I recalled to myself the more 
recent indications of intense bitterness among 
the farmers of the Anti-Confiscation League 
against the growth of governmental control 
and increasing taxes. I brought up the vio- 
lent agitations now springing up among the 
proletariat of the cities for more and more 
governmental enteri)rises, if these would only 
give them work and food. And I strove to 
imagine what would happen if these so an- 
tagonistic forces should be thrown now sud- 
denly into violent conflict. 

I strove in vain. Overtaxed perhaps by the 
emotional experiences of the' hours before, my 
mind refused to envisage the possibilities of 
the situation. I merely experienced an over- 
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whelming sense of apprehension and alarm 
and helplessness, which I could not shake off 
and which even pursued me into my late-taken 
sleep. 

" One thing I can do! " I told myself before 
sleeping. " That is to prove or disprove the 
statements of Plangonev concerning Miss 
Black. At the risk of possible rebuff, I shall 
certainly offer my services to her in case I may 
be of assistance to her in this matter." For 
the more I considered it, naturally, the more 
preposterous it seemed — the idea of marriage 
or promise of marriage given by her to him. 

It was growing warm that night. I slept 
badly and woke soon and quite early. As soon 
as it was seemly I called over the telephone 
for Miss Black at her house. 

" Miss Black," came back the answer finallv 
from her secretary, " begs to be excused from 
answering Mr. Todd's calls permanently." 

What could I infer from that — beyond the 
crushing personal repulse to me? But one 
thing. She was not only satisfied with the 
conditions as they were, but she definitely 
warned me not to interfere. I sat, bowed 
down both in personal pride and in spirit by 
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this turn of affairs, staring into the telephone 
transmitter until the central rang a bell of 
protest in my ear. 

With that I straightened myself up and re- 
solved to dismiss the woman from my mind. 
There were larger things to be considered at 
this time, I told myself — accepting bitterly 
Plangonev's attitude — than the emotional 
faith of woman, no matter how we might ideal- 
ize it. I got up now, and determined to seek 
Plangonev at once and demand a further out- 
line of his expectations and plans — not for 
Red Friday, but for what would come imme- 
diately afterward. I then set out at once upon 
my way. 

It was an August morning in the New York 
slums, that time of immense and sodden dis- 
comfort, when the peculiar, heavy sea atmos- 
phere of the place hangs like a blue-gray pall 
over the city, and rests, a stifling burden, 
upon the great East Side, heavy with the in- 
describable close odors of human occupation, 
plangent with the sound of human life in a 
nervous state that borders upon pain — the 
hoarse cries of hucksters, the shrill complaints 
of ailing and uncomfortable children, the 
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coughing and shuffling of the old and wigged 
and bowed upon the streets. In the midst of 
this I found Plangonev by his open window 
in his upper tenement, cheerful to a degree I 
had never known before, reaching out to me, 
willing as never in the past to explain the 
situation we were approaching; and starting, 
in fact, with evident relish, to recall the de- 
velopment of our plot of debt from its begin- 
ning. 

" Our problem," he said, smiling reminis- 
cently, " was a very interesting one. We had 
here a coimtry non-socialistic to the core, in- 
dividualistic to the last degree, touched least 
of all by the waste and destruction of capital 
which was incident to the great war. A 
stronghold, certainly, of our enemies. 

"What should we do?" he asked analyti- 
cally. " Should we start a propaganda of 
socialism, through what socialists there were 
then — a few extreme and recent foreigners, 
of specially disregarded races? Or your ama- 
teur saviors, perhaps?" 

I sat, returning the humorous glance he 
turned on me with this question. 

"A himdred years," he made answer to 
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himself — "no less I " And laughed and waved 
his hand. 

"What then?" he asked, turned serious 
again. "What was there? What but the 
means we possess here in the native popula- 
tion for the promotion of the Law of Marx — 
the destruction of capital in every way — fol- 
lowed, of course, by its collapse and our new 
freedom?" 

" You worked out, in other words," I con- 
tributed, "our plot of debt." 

"Yes," said Plangonev, "with what tools 
were native to the population." 

He stopped, considering, and the clangor of 
the heat-tortured street underneath filled up 
his silence as he calmly thought. 

" The theory," he went on then — " that was 
simple — the destruction and assumption of 
private, or more often corporate, property by 
popular vote; through government waste and 
expenditure and competition in industry, and 
then taxation. There is nothing new in that. 
It is perhaps a century almost since your 
Chief Justice Marshall told you that the power 
to tax is the power to destroy. The theory 
was well known," he reiterated^ thinking. 
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"Yes. But what — who were those here who 
were the most useful agents for us ? " 

" Who were? " I inquired, in the pause while 
he stopped to ruminate. 

"The free labor for one thing, certainly," 
he repHed finally— "the wild, unorganized or 
lately organized labor — especially in the West, 
where it is most highly paid and least married, 
and so most independent and strongest, natu- 
rally, both financially and socially, to fight." 

" Yes," I said, prompting him to go on. 

" And then, certainly," he said, canvassing 
always the matter most carefully, " the Agra- 
rians, or, let us say, the leaders of the Agra- 
rians, lashing their natural prejudices against 
the corporations into wildness. 

" And then, certainly," he continued judi- 
ciously, "the city politicians, always and for- 
ever grinding out gratuities for themselves and 
their followers, by their same old popular re- 
ceipt of confiscation of the property of the rich 
by public waste and taxation." 

"Is that the last?" I asked him when he 
paused. 

" No, not yet," he answered me. " No, after 
all, we must not forget that great new agency 
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of the cheaper American press, which depends 
upon the excitation of the proletariat for its 
circulation." 

And I moved uneasily when he said this. 

" We must not underestimate, certainly," he 
went on, "the aid that these have been to us 
in the destruction of capital in the United 
States, making perhaps the most obvious and 
noticeable instrument of all. And especially," 
he said, reflecting, "in those cases where the 
propriet9rs — not recognized politically in so- 
ciety as it exists — have an incentive to cause 
social disintegration, either in war or peace, to 
a point where the proletariat will accept them 
as their elected leaders." 

And now I sat upright, for he was coming 
now to the point of immediate interest to 
me. 

"Who," I said quickly, "who after Red 
Friday will be the leaders of the new freedom? 
To whom will the great new power of govern- 
ing faU?" 

And Plangonev looked at me with a mock- 
ing smile. 

"Would it be your friends," he asked — 
"the amateur saviors of society?" 
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And in spite of my urgent concern, I now 
laughed myself at the humorous look on his 
face. 

"No," he said briefly; "we shall use others 
probably I " 

"Who?" I insisted. "I cannot see who 
there is now in sight who is competent to 
control." 

"Should we have a miracle," asked Plan- 
gonev, " by Jehovah, like the ancient Hebrews, 
manufacturing us from nothing now a leader ? 
No," he said thoughtfully, " we will use what 
we now have." 

What?" I inquired. 

Who but those who have now appointed 
themselves?" asked Plangonev, evidently en- 
joying my excitement. "Who but those now 
in control? At Washington, naturally, your 
bureaucrats, who now run your railroads and 
your telegraphs." 

" Those! " I said. " Those who now take a 
week to send a letter or express package, where 
formerly it took a day! " 

And I sat up, alarmed at the suggestion. 
But Plangonev smiled back at me broadly. 

" Can you expect more, in executive work," 
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he asked, " from lawyers taken from the agra- 
rian districts, and their poHtical friends?" 

"And who else," I asked, pressing him — 
"outside of Washington?" 

"Who else — in the cities — but the city 
political leaders, who have had your city con- 
tracts. And certainly the daily press of the 
proletariat, who have considered this change 
so deeply, and urged it both directly and in- 
directly so welL" 

" These ! " I said, " Will these have control 
of us," I said, stanmiering, "after — after our 
Red Friday?" 

" Why not? " said he. " They are the ones, 
are they not, the movement has raised up ? " 

" Those," I said, " our leaders, both govern- 
mental and economic! After Friday — the 
day after to-morrow!" 

"Why not?" Plangonev asked again, and 
gazed down, through the dilapidated fire- 
escape into the noisy, reeking street below. 

"Answer me," I said, standing up, calling 
out, in spite of the heat of the day, in spite of 
my wilted collar and the perspiration rolling 
down my face. " Answer me this ! You know, 
of course," I said, collecting myself, " of the 
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Anti-Confiscation League among the farmers 
— how ugly it grows in the South and West 
against government waste and operation and 
taxes?" 

"So I have heard," said Plangonev; "so I 
believe," 

" And inside the cities the proletariat, uglier 
and uglier, demanding work and wages where 
there is neither?" 

" Yes." 

"What then?" I cried, staring. "What 
will come immediately after your Red Friday, 
your collapse of capital? What crisis will 
occur?" 

For this question, which had been a grow- 
ing torture to me for days, had now become 
intolerable. 

In what way?" inquired Plangonev calmly. 
What will happen," I cried, "with imi- 
versal bankruptcy? The banks gone, the cor- 
porations stopped, every little private store- 
keeper even without money! What will 
occur?" 

"There would still be," said Plangonev, 
"your government, operating the railroads 
and the telegraphs and the ships." 
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"But foodl" I cried. ''Here in the city 
of New York alone I For they say a city like 
this is less always than a week from starvation. 
How will they feed it ? How will there be the 
means even to buy food?" 

" That," said Plangonev, " does threaten to 
be our next grave question." And an evil 
humor gleamed now clearly from his eye. 

" With this unrest there is now," I persisted 
— " with this present temper of the proletariat, 
so often lately out of work — what will there 
be? What will these do if they lack actual 
food?" 

" Your friends will find means to provide 
it legally, no doubt," responded Plangonev; 
"your managers of your departments at 
Washington, imder the new rights growing 
out of the great war and since, under our plot 
of debt. They and the proletariat press have 
already no doubt worked out the theory of 
such action under the advice of your theorists 
— your amateur saviors." 

And at that I gave a gesture of distaste and 
anger. 

"That is not my question," I cried. "I 
asked not of the powers these men have taken 



RED FRIDAY 185 

or will take. There is small doubt that they 
will find methods to take them, as in the past. 
But where," I cried — "where will they actu- 
ally find food for those who lack it?" 

"They will take it, also, perhaps," said 
Plangonev. 

" Take it 1 " I exclaimed. " From where? " 

"From where it is, no doubt," the Russian 
answered. "From the farmers ultimately." 

" The farmers 1 " I cried, more loudly even, 
if that was possible. " The Grovemment take 
the property of farmers now, in face of this 
Anti-Confiscation League excitement; when 
any imexpected spark may send our national 
situation fiaring into open violence 1" 

" Why not? " asked Plangonev indifferently. 

And I looked at him, watching him now 
with a continually sinking heart. 

"Unless," he went on deliberately in my 
silence, "it may break earlier — in the cities." 

" What? " I asked, my voice now shrill with 
apprehension. 

" Violence," he said. " Rioting in the cities, 
in the absence of food for the proletariat. As 
in Petrograd. Himger," he concluded, as I 
stared at him, "is a very urgent thing." 
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My heart stood still. I was cold even in 
that intense heat. 

"Violence!" I stuttered. *'Petrogradl" 

"Without doubt," said Plangonev. "Un- 
less, unhke in Petrograd, your rulers will act 
vigorously and quickly." 

"They!" I said, my breath returning. 
"Those caterers to the mob! Those supine 
servants of the mass 1 Those grotesque slaves 
of the voice of the cheap newspaper 1" 

And at that he laughed aloud at me. I stood 
straight before him, accusing him, for I real- 
ized now entirely — not more from his words 
than from the expression of his face! I saw 
now he was playing with me, in sheer natural 
joy of torture, as a cat with a mouse. 

" You mean, then," I said, calming myself, 
"in spite of all you have promised me, that 
you look for violence?" 

He laughed outright. 

"Who," he asked, and looked at me with 
that devil's smile of his — "who but a pacifist 
could conceive of revolution without any 
violence?" 

" Then," I said, and gazed now straight into 
his eyes, "you lied. You hed to mel" 



RED FRIDAY 187 

"Why not," he inqiured cahnly, "to a 
pacifist?'* 

I could have struck him — struck him down. 
But I withheld myself. I must strive now, I 
saw, as my next duty, to catch a glimpse of 
what was now upon us. 

" And after this," I demanded, " after your 
Red Friday, if these present officials fail — as 
you and your confederates confidently expect 
they will?" I said, and gazed directly into his 
eyes. 

There was no gesture of denial now, nothing 
but that set, scornful smile. 

"As you expect they will," I repeated 
firmly, reiterating my charge. "For you 
planned this too," I said, "from the first! 
Who," I asked, " when these have failed, will 
inherit the new power that will surely drop 
from these weak hands ? " 

"Why not as in Russia," asked Plangonev 
— "exactly? Why should we not have here 
in America, as our Lenine has once said, *to 
go for power always deeper and lower in the 
proletariat ? ' " 

" To you! " I said. " In other words, it will 
fall to you, and your Bolshevik associates. 
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manipulating always the most violent and least 
educated elements of the population." 

"The most oppressed," Plangonev cor- 
rected, watching me. 

"You fiend 1" I cried. "You planned this 
from the first. You not only made this situa- 
tion by your plot of debt, you stimulated al- 
ways rancor and distrust and want. You 
timed your catastrophe, your Red Friday, de- 
liberately, when it would lead to violence. You 
set the devil loose in this devoted coimtry," I 
said, "dancing to the chants of spellbinders, 
upon a settled date, upon next Friday. And 
then you expect, following that, to take the 
whole thing over in your hands, by long- 
planned and deliberate treachery of your 
confederates!" 

" Confederates," repeated Plangonev calmly, 
his keen pleasure in my excitement not abat- 
ing. " Confederates. No, only in part." 

" Only," I answered, " as far as you choose 
to make them." 

"You do me too much honor," said Plan- 
gonev. " It is nothing which I have done, but 
direct the natural forces. It is like chemistry 
merely," he went on, employing his familiar 
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simile. "When the elements are there, we 
should mix them merely, and the new reaction, 
the new precipitation, shall take place inevit- 
ably." 

" As in your accursed, degenerating Law of 
Marx," I cried, beside myself. 

And he laughed now gleefully. 

" And then," I said, catching myself again, 
*' what then? Will that stop violence, or tend 
to, when you secure your desired control?" 

"Not," said Plangonev, "if the bourgeois 
still desu-e it. Or the farmers." 

"Desh-eit?" I said. 

"As in Russia — defending their former 
property." 

" And how long," I said, restraining myself 
with a supreme effort — " how long would you 
conjecture such a reign of terror once begun 
would last?" 

" How should we know? " asked Plangonev. 
"As our Trotzky has once said: *What even 
if it should take fifty years?' " 
Fifty years!" I cried, aghast. 
What is fifty years," queried Plangonev, 

in the life of the race? But still," he con- 
ceded, "it may be shorter, as in the French 
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Revolution. Perhaps all within a decade. 
Yet history shows us we should not expect too 
much. The new fermentations of society are 
slow in settling, as any social scientist knows." 

And now once more I felt my self-control 
slipping. 

"You monster!" I cried. "You monster 
of science and logic I You foresaw this always 
from the first. Violence 1 " I cried. " A reign 
of terror, lasting decades!" 

He merely shrugged his shoulders. 

" I shall revolt ! " I cried. " I shall renounce 
you publicly!" 

"Why not," said Plangonev, "now it is all 
inevitable?" And rose and turned his back 
toward me. 

I turned and stimibled down the dirty stairs 
into the shrieking, stinking, heat-smitten Aug- 
ust street. 



XVI 

I WENT out, shaken, and I wandered, dazed, 
often muttering to myself, once or twice even 
overturning children as I strode through those 
horrid crowded, superheated streets. Finally, 
when I cared to look, I foimd myself on the far 
East Side, well toward the East River, and 
I was compelled to turn back and retrace my 
steps to the Bowery and the Third Avenue El- 
evated in that intense heat. I was all but ex- 
hausted when I reached it, and though I cooled 
my scarlet face,' and reduced my throbbing 
pulse beats somewhat, in the breeze of my 
transit uptown, yet when I finally reached my 
quarters I was almost prostrated. A raging 
headache held me, with a not unnatural fear 
of heat exhaustion. Try as I would, I could 
neither think nor act. There was but one thing 
for me to do. I took to my bed, and finally 
sleep intervened upon my physical misery. It 
was night before I awoke again, and leaned 
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out of my window to see a city asleep — or 
struggling to sleep in the heat. I went back 
and falling heavily on my disheveled bed, 
passed once more into a half stupor. 

It was midmoming before I awoke again, 
rather weak, but now free at length from my 
intolerable headache. And I started up, alert 
in an instant, realizing, as one often does upon 
a sudden awakening, my situation with a cruel 
clarity. 

It was now Thursday, the very day before 
Red Friday. The country hung teetering 
above a financial and social abyss. If anything 
could be done, any warning sounded, it must 
be at once. And by a strange irony of fate, 
it was my sudden and unaccustomed task to 
do it — I, the least executive of men I 

How should I proceed? — that was my qiieis- 
tion. Little as I knew, I saw that any warn- 
ing must be given properly or not at all, for 
clearly any general public alarm of approach- 
ing disaster would produce exactly the effect 
Plangonev wished by just so many hours ear- 
lier. I thought and thought, but I could not 
devise a practical plan, or recall any proper 
advisor as to one. In the older days, before 
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the vanishing of the dwellers in the houses of 
Fifth Avenue, there would have been many to 
whom I could have turned for guidance on 
such matters of finance; but just now, with 
the disappearance and scattering of the great 
bourgeois, I could not think of one person to 
advise me that I could locate. 

It came to me finally then, as a last resort, 
that somewhere in the ranks of Plangonev's 
amateur saviors I might find the way to as- 
sistance. After all, there were those among 
them who had been wealthy men, with an ac- 
quaintance, at least, among the financiers ; and, 
with so many of them expressing their ideas 
in writing, some must certainly have access and 
acquaintance with government officials, both 
national and local, to whom they could direct 
me for assistance and advice. 

So I seized the telephone, and called up at 
his new quarters the one whom I could feel 
fairly certain to find at home — the Man With 
the Spats. 

"Why not," his attractive and resonant 
voice called over the wire — "why not come 
down this afternoon and go over it with us 
at tea?" 
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" But this," I said, " is a matter for imme- 
diate action!" 

" Oh," said the amiable Man With the Spats, 
willing always to act if he only could. " Oh, 
I didn't know. But the crowd will not be in 
until then, and I can't get to them earlier. 
What would you suggest?" he queried. 

Advice being what I was seeking at the mo- 
ment, I was not especially competent to give 
a suggestion. 

" Very well," I said at last, " I will be down, 
unless I find some other means of working 
out my problem." 

" Glad to see you anyway," said the agree- 
able Man With the Spats. 

And I sat back, trying to conjure up some 
other way out of my difficulty; some proper 
means of denouncing and preventing Plan- 
gonev's final consummation of our plot of debt, 
and its certain harvest of violence upon which 
he was counting. 

I telephoned several persons, but — it being 
the height of the midsummer season — without 
locating them. And finally, after a consider- 
able expediture of nervous energy, there was 
nothing so practicable, in my sight at least, as 
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to wait for the amateur saviors' gathering, 
naturally now with diminishing expectation of 
solving my problem. They might, perhaps, 
refer me to someone whom I could see that 
evening. 

" Yet, after all," I asked myself, in an ex- 
cess of physical weakness and pessimism, 
" what could anyone do to prevent the disaster 
now?" 

And so finally in the afternoon I turned 
toward Washington Square. 

They were gathering now, these people, I 
have neglected to say, in a different section of 
the city than previously. The income of the 
wealthier ones having very largely declined — 
if not almost disappeared — with the general 
downfall of large wealth in the country, these 
had now adopted the habits and the residential 
section of the less wealthy of former days. 
The meeting-place was still in the quarters of 
the Man With the Spats, but these were now 
in the vicinity of Washington Square, in an 
old house, where several of them lived, in a sort 
of semi-cooperative, semi-studio housekeeping. 

A large dark room, with large pieces of fur- 
niture preserved from the former mansion, a 
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large table for current imillustrated periodi- 
cals, a large fireplace, about which to talk on 
winter evenings, and brackets upon one wall 
for the display of the host's unique collection 
of cigarette holders — these formed the salient 
features of the new quarters of the Man With 
the Spats. 

When I arrived I found already there a fair- 
sized gathering for the usual afternoon tea, 
and the young observer of Russia with his horn 
glasses, again talking upon the social influ- 
ences and characteristics of the Russian mir. 

" It is crude, of course, as might be expected 
of a crude and wonderfully naive people," he 
explained, "but I hold and always have held 
that the mir contains potentialities, a possibil- 
ity of fundamentals, which has been missing 
in our hurried, thoughtless, rapacious Western 
. civilization 1 " 

While he was speaking I noticed some lack 
of attention and sympathy. Some members 
seemed merely distraught, as if reverting to 
their financial troubles — which practically all 
now had; some seemed impatient — chief 
among whom, I noted the rather plump 
woman, the formerly very wealthy wife of the 
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man with the longish hair. She was a stoutly 
built, rather determined woman, whose father 
had made much of his f ortmie as a contractor 
of railroads; and I could see, as the speaker 
went on, she was in small sympathy with him, 
her foot tapping nervously on the floor as she 
busied herself with her sewing. 

I felt myself almost as much impatience, 
awaiting the opportimity to speak to different 
ones about my problem. My plan had been 
to detach one and then another of the better 
informed and ask for their advice as to per- 
sons I might see to help me to head off the 
disaster of the next day. 

This, I could see more and more, was going 
to be diflScult, as I heard the yoimg speaker 
go on engaging the attention of the small com- 
pany with the possibilities of the mir — the 
chances of that ancient communistic scheme of 
landholding offering possible hints of a solu- 
tion to our now acute and angry situation 
among the Western and Southern farmers. 

Then any privacy of discussion on my part 
with any one member of the company was 
finally rendered entirely impossible by the Man 
With the Spats, who announced in an inter- 
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lude of the discussion of the mir that I had a 
matter of great immediate interest that I 
wished advice upon. I was unable now to 
avoid, no matter how much I desired it, mak- 
ing my mission common property. And I ex- 
plained in outline then our plot of debt. I 
had not gone far before I saw I had excited 
one sympathizer. 

" That is it," said the man with longish hair, 
with his hand again at his temple. " That ex- 
plains it all — I could not doubt some hidden 
influence was at work. I have said so many 
a time, have I not, Adelaide?" he asked his 
wife. 

She looked up at him, but did not answer, 
merely tapping with her foot. 

He was almost over-enthusiastic. On the 
other hand, I could feel an atmosphere of 
skepticism gathering about me. The wife of 
the man with the longish hair continued tap- 
ping with her foot on the floor, in a disconcert- 
ing and hostile manner. Several questions of 
doubt were asked me as I proceeded, and 
finally the man with the warlike beard, who 
was there that day, interrupted in his usual 
somewhat brusque manner. 
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"Do you believe this?" he inquired, looking 
me directly in the eye — "this story you are 
telling us?" 

" I would scarcely be at the effort of relating 
it to-day, in my condition," I said, with some 
resentment, " if I did noti " 

"Then you have been deceived, imposed 
upon," he exclaimed in his usual positive man- 
ner. " The formula of Marx would certainly 
not work in that way, I am sure of it. I know 
Kautsky well; I have spoken with Bebel, I 
have seen Frederick Engels and I believe I 
imderstand Marx' expectations, as well as any 
man — in this country at least," 

"Possibly," I said, "but I am telling you 
now of what actually happened," 

" You 're telling me," he stated firmly, " of 
what you now expect. Of what this man has 
told you, I have known men of this kind 
over all the world. You cannot trust them. 
They are charlatans. And as for this Plango- 
nev — " he said, when I stopped him. 

" I came here," I said, " not to ask your con- 
tradiction, I came to ask your cooperation — 
about whom to see to stop this thing, what 
stock-broking authority or political agent. It 
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is not worth whUe," I said, " for me at this time 
to enter into debate upon what I know." 

There was, when I said this, a most discon- 
certing silence, during which the Man With 
the Spats, with his usual amiable intentions, 
came over from where he had stood, selecting 
himself a new cigarette holder. 

" Do you really mean this? " he asked me in 
his kindly voice. And I was struck cold by 
this further proof of disbelief of my story. 
" Because if you do," he said heartily, " I ac- 
cept it — and agree with you." The rest were 
stolidly silent. "And you expect, I take it, 
great and immediate violence," he went on. 
I do," I said briefly. 

Yes," he nodded, smiling, " I can see. And 
you wish to find some authority to prevent 
it?" 

"There is none — possibly I" said the man 
with the martial beard. "How could there 
be?" 

That struck me sharply. For, of course, 
that had been my great problem — that I could 
not seem to solve. 

" No government authority certainly," said 
the man with the longish hair, " could interfere. 
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against such a hazy, indirect, indeterminate 
threat of violence! " 

" There might," I said in desperation, " be 
some financial authority." 

" And yet," said the Man With the Spats, 
thinking, "there could scarcely be any pre- 
vention of your man's selling his securities, 
except by the closing of the Wall Street Se- 
curity Exchange — and that, I gather from the 
general situation as you describe it, would in 
itself give a shock severe enough to cause the 
disaster that you are trying to avoid." 

And he fitted another Russian cigarette into 
his holder. 

I sat forward suddenly, and buried my head 
in my hands in a final gesture of despair. 

There was far too much against me in this 
thing; in fact, the entire logic of the situation. 
And I could also see, by their respectful but 
unresponsive silence — I could see only too 
well that, with the exception of one man, my 
story was not credited here, or if it were, that 
there was no real sensing of the danger. 

They sat silent, watching me pityingly and 
imderstandingly. Extreme nervous eccen- 
tricities of manner or even nervous break- 
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downs were not unknown among them, of 
course. I gave up finally. I saw that I was 
done. 

" If these do not believe it," I said inwardly 
— " these emotionally unemployed — how long 
would it take me to persuade other more slowly 
moving beliefs into action? It is hopeless I" I 
said to myself. "Hopeless! Even if any 
action were really possible/* I told myself 
finaUy. 

I gave a groan and got up. 

" I am through," I said. " To-morrow we 
shall see what we shall see." 

The man with the military beard laughed 
with full assurance. 

"Don't worry," he said, striking me reas- 
suringly upon the back. " You have been im- 
posed upon, I know. I have seen it too many 
times. You are overwrought. Go home and 
go to bed." 

I went out without answering him, and 
passed, angry and despondent, through the 
exhaustion of a city summer evening to my 
own rooms. My physical condition showed 
me I could do no more. 

I knew now that in any case Red Friday 
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was inevitable. I passed it all over in my mind 
that night, between my broken bits of sleep — 
the plot of debt, the subtlety and indirection 
of the whole movement. 

"It is so indefinite, so intangible in its es- 
sence," I told myself. " What could resist it? 
About what tangible material thing could any 
practicable defense gather and crystallize?" 

There was nothing then to do but wait in 
fear upon that inevitable to-morrow. 
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And now, having come to Red Friday at 
last, I shall scarcely take your time to do more 
than recapitulate in broad outlines, and give 
briefly my own personal impressions of that 
great matter, so recent, which since the event 
so many skilled writers in finance have done 
little else but explain. 

Plangonev's plans were here, as in all things, 
well laid. The blow, it will be remembered, 
could scarcely have fallen upon a security 
market less prepared. A somnolent August 
morning in the mid-vacation period held the 
financial center of the country in a dullness 
augmented by the great physical exhaustion 
following the extreme heat of the two days 
before. It was a full half hour after its open- 
ing that the market grasped the danger that 
was upon it. 

Plangonev, of course, in this move, as in 
all else, did not appear. Taking a leaf, it 
seems, from the book — the customary prac- 
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tices of Blax^k — which, of course, he had 
studied and by this time knew well, the Rus- 
sian divided his selling between a large number 
of brokers, each one of whom was ignorant of 
the other, and indeed of the real identity of 
the seller. So the selhng in any one broker's 
hands —;- though large — was not sufficiently 
large to indicate the purpose which was be- 
hind it. 

On the other hand, in the aggregate it was 
enormous — so great, in fact, that it could not 
be doubted that some huge agency was sell- 
ing, both directly, it was thought, and upon a 
short accbimt. And by eleven o'clock even 
many of the brokers who were selling would 
have gladly stopped, for they could not now 
help but see what was coming. They could 
not withdraw from the transaction, however, 
being now greatly concerned to protect their 
principal from loss by the failure of other 
brokers, and being anxious to secure for him 
as much as they could for his securities. The 
Government Railroad Sixes — against which 
especially the drive had been made — fell 
straight from the lower 90's to 70, and wavered 
there, supported in some hurried degree by the 
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banks, until, upon their breaking 70, it was 
seen that another sheer decline was inevitable. 
Then the Security Exchange, the established 
stock market upon Wall Street, suspended 
operations. 

Upon this the secret seller promptly contin- 
ued his selling in the Consolidated Exchange, 
and when that also closed, switched his opera- 
tions into the shrieking street market of the 
curb. It was not now, of course, one man's 
selling, it was a city's. 

By one o'clock it was claimed that some 
order, with the closing of the two main mar- 
kets, was about to be established. But at 
quarter past one it was annoimced that not 
one but three of the leading banks had gone. 
The greatest and strongest, of course, still 
stood outwardly firm. But there was great 
concern for the credit activities of the 
afternoon. 

Meanwhile the outcries upon the curb 
mounted higher and higher. The hard-faced 
younger men in the street stood howling and 
working their faces and their fingers in fran- 
tic signals to the windows in the dingy blocks 
above them, in a mad frenzy of nervous ex- 
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citement. But by one*forty-five this clamor 
too was hoarsening to its close. The Govern- 
ment Railroad Sixes were last at 52, with now 
no bidders. There was scarcely a broker in 
New York solvent — imless the sellers for 
Plangonev; and these in many cases retired 
to their rooms and barricaded themselves, 
afraid of the violence of the frenzied well- 
dressed men, the other members of their pro- 
fession, who were about their doorways de- 
nouncing them as traitors to their country. 

For it was a nation that was selling now 
— ^not one man or one interest or one city. 
The debt of four years, held up for months 
now with bated breath by the cooperation of 
the whole financial structure of a nation, now 
crashed down and carried all credit with it. 
And when, before three o'clock, it was ofii- 
cially stated that the greatest of all the banks 
in the coimtry were going one after another, 
it was seen by every casual observer that with- 
out a miracle intervening the end of capital 
had come and that the country was financially 
parillyzed. For it was not these banks alone 
that would be involved, but their correspond- 
ents all over the country; they were gone, all 
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the banks, quite certainly, with the utter col- 
lapse in salable value of the securities, of every 
kind — governmental as well as private — 
which since the war has come to form directly 
or indirectly such a great proportion of their 
assets. Capital in America was gone, exactly 
as Plangonev had planned, and with it, with- 
out doubt, capitalism. 

I, myself, imfamiliar as I was with either 
the operations of the financial district or the 
district itself, could not resist going down into 
the section and joining the crowd, which, gath- 
ering from all over the city, filled the narrow 
confines of Wall Street to its edges and spilled 
over into a great pool on Broad Street. 

There were, of course, many interesting, 
striking and melancholy scenes in the crowd, 
among the tens of thousands who were drawn 
that day into the district by curiosity or alarm 
— ^threats, violent complaints, and even suicide 
of individuals stricken and ruined by the disas- 
ter. But curiously enough — I could not, of 
course, but think of this — in all that Red Fri- 
day of Plangonev there were very few demon- 
strations by socialists. It was simply that the 
formula of Marx had worked itself out to its 
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end. Capitalism was dead, and now socialism, 
or government control, or general anarchy — 
whatever was upon us — must come by mere 
default. 

I saw few socialists, yet there were some. I 
do recall some few red insignia upon the influx 
of folk that came later in the day out of the 
East Side of New York. They arrived, the 
foreigners of the East Side at first in small 
numbers, then in greater and greater crowds. 
As the hours went on they came for the first 
time in their lives under the high empty arches 
of the huge bridge whose shadows had marked 
the unpassed outer boundaries of this section 
— not more than a short mile away, but 
more imfamiliar to most of them, both physi- 
cally and mentally, than the deep interior of 
Russia. 

I will recall one singular scene, as the day 
passed toward twilight. For I was still there, 
resolved, in spite of exceeding weariness, to 
witness the whole drama. 

It was on Pine Street, that narrow lane in 
that stone maze — on Pine Street, not very far 
from Nassau. An old woman, apparently, I 
should say from her dress, a scrubwoman from 
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some oflSce building — starting perhaps to her 
night of ugly toil — was passing east, clutch- 
ing in her right hand a document which was 
quite clearly a security of some kind. I 
thought from its color and design that it was 
one of the ill-fated Railroad Sixes. 

As I saw her a curious crowd from the East 
Side came peering down the street in her du-ec- 
tion— one or two, possibly, with red ribbons 
in their buttonholes, but not more. They were 
coming, singing — for the street was now well 
emptied and they were yoimg and full of life 
— singing one of those latest airs, which were 
being pounded out upon the motion-picture- 
show pianos ; that one universal language of 
joy in cosmopolitan New York, And as they 
came along I saw the woman stop their leader, 
and ask, strangely enough, for the location of 
the United States sub-treasury building. I 
stopped myself to get some understanding of 
the queer scene. 

They were almost as unfamiliar as she was 
with the district, but with the avidity of young 
city dwellers at once perceived an opportunity 
for sport, with one whose actions so clearly 
promised it. 
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"What do you want it for?" asked the 
black-haired leader, 

" I went and bought this bond from off the 
Government," she answered, with a slight 
Irish accent. " They sold it to me. I am go- 
ing in now and make them pay for it. so I am." 

A howl of laughter greeted this — soon 
hushed by the leader. 

"Why wouldn't they pay me then?" she 
asked. "Don't they owe it to me?" 

" Sure. Sure they will," said one, " if you 
only ask them." And gathering the necessary- 
information from me, they led her the short 
way to the iron fence rear of the old gray 
building. 

"There it is, mother,*' they told her. " Go 
right in. Call them out." And they started 
urging her, as she fumbled at the iron railing. 
Call a policeman," advised one of them. 

They owe you money. They lock you out. 
Call a cop. He '11 make them let you in." 

"Sure. That's right," said a second man 
with glasses and thick lips. 

And seeing me following and threatening 
to end their enjojonent of this grotesque by- 
play, they left her throwing herself against the 
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fence with hysterical exclamations, and went 
on laughing, and whistling that most recent 
song from the motion-picture piano, seeking 
some new excitement. 

It was with great difficulty that finally, with 
the aid of a policeman, I convinced the woman 
of the futility of her actions. And when I had, 
exhausted and disgusted I gave up my wan- 
dering like a futile disembodied spirit about 
the place, and decided to start up toward my 
own dwelling, buying the black-faced evening 
papers as I went. 

I could see from their headlines what they 
recognized to have happened. In spite of the 
studied attempt of the more conservative jour- 
nals to disguise it, the nation was paralyzed. 
There was not a bank in the country that was 
really solvent, and it was clear that the morn- 
ing was expected to witness scenes much worse 
than those of that first day. The beginning 
of the end was at hand; the savage impulse 
of hunger but a few days off, and the prompt 
opening of that endless reign of terror, which 
I knew all too well that Plangonev, smiling in 
his lodging, would now be calculating upon 
and in every way promoting. 
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I could see, too — or thought I could — that 
his newspapers of the proletariat were not un- 
prepared for some change. "Shall there be 
civil war?" inquired the leading editorial of one 
—prepared no doubt, days before— in which 
the writer, with his usual adroitness, gave sol- 
emn warning to the farmers of the Anti-Con- 
fiscation League against initiating violence in 
the United States. 

"Violence. No," he concluded; "if anyone 
should tell you this, be sure he is an emissary 
of capital and an enemy of the people. There 
will be no violence — unless the farmers force 
it. And this, of course, our American farmers 
will not do. They are far too wise, too sjon- 
pathetic with the people." 

Here was clearly someone who was fore- 
warned of coming events, I thought, and, smil- 
ing to himself, with his tongue in his teeth, 
already starting to shift away from himself the 
blame for an event not yet transpired, but 
which he expected as certainly as the next 
simrise. 

In the news columns there was most evident 
reason for his expectations. " Universal Bank- 
ruptcy!" shrieked the headlines. The more 
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radical heads of the labor world and the Far- 
mers League were out at once with fiery inter- 
views. And already in hell's kitchen — the 
West Side tenement section of the rougher and 
more belligerent laboring population of New 
York — there were starting up disturbances 
against the police. Plangonev's plans were, 
as usual, coming at just the proper time to 
fruitage. The formula of Marx had come to 
its inevitable conclusion in America ; and now, 
as well, the end of capitalism was to pass at 
once into an equally inevitable violence. And 
here in the press we heard the preliminary 
twitterings, like the outcries of birds in the 
blue-black column preceding a great thunder- 
storm. 

I gave a groan of helplessness and fear and 
guilt when I beheld our handiwork, the sinister 
i^uccess of our cherished plot of debt. 

I was pushing away the journal that I was 
reading when by chance a page was turned, 
and I saw. buried in other news and as yet 
without details, the first story of the death 
of Plangonev at the hands of Charlotte Black. 



XVIII 

I CAN reconstruct it almost exactly, from 
the testimony of the trial and my knowledge 
of the actors and the scene — this terrible, for- 
tunate and never-to-be-forgotten termination 
of that conflict, that duel between two utterly 
hostile creatures, that final stalking down of 
the strong by the weak. 

At the end of the afternoon Plangonev, 
buoyant with the utter success of Red Friday, 
turned his mind, not unnaturally, with antici- 
pation and relief to that most beautiful woman, 
to whom he had promised himself he would re- 
pair, gratifying himself by the sight at least 
of one of the immediate, tangible, personal 
fruits of his victory. Satisfaction in living, as 
he often had said to me, cannot be entirely 
mental, even to a thinker; nor can we expect 
it to be in a normal, human life. 

So then, leaving the slums and passing alone 
on foot through the desolate street of the great 
bourgeois, he stood at the front entrance of 
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the house of Stephen Black. He rang the 
bell, and the dour-faced doorman, with a hesi- 
tation which Plangonev himself must have 
noted, let him in— let hun in, and announced 
his coming to Miss Black. 

The young woman came out then through 
the silent house, so the doorman testified, white 
as a statue and just as calm. 

"My father," she announced, standing in 
the doorway, " you may he surprised to know, 
died this morning." 

It was indeed a surprise to Plangonev. To 
my knowledge he had expected Stephen Black 
to live longer — until he could force the resi- 
due of his property from him for his freedom 
fund, by the power, that unpleasant power 
given him by Black's disease of fear. He 
stood, imcertain, gazing at her and her hard 
calmness. 

"Yes," she repeated; "he died at ten 
o'clock." 

And at that, she testified at her hearing, he 
looked roimd apparently to assure himself they 
were alone. 

"Oh, no," she said — purposely, of course, 
misinterpreting his movement — "please! I 
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cannot have you go now. We have too much 
to say to each other — now. Now, especially, 
I must know where I standi " 

He watched her, she said, puzzled appar- 
ently by her hardness and self interest — which 
yet, of course, as she knew, fitted in so exactly 
with his theory of her motives, and those of 
bourgeois women as a class. 

And then she asked him about Wall Street 
— for even into that house and on that day 
the noise of Red Friday had penetrated. She 
had heard the hoarse-voiced cries of the sellers 
of the extras calling in the side streets since 
quite early in the morning- — before her father 
died and even while he lay dying. 

" It has come," she said, " at last, as you ex- 
pected, your day of Marx?" 

And he told her in ten words of his triumph. 

" You were wise then," she said, " were you 
not, to rid yourself of the bonds and retain so 
much of the money for us?" And at that 
apparently naive identification of herself with 
him Plangonev gave a cynic's smile — more at 
ease as, of course, she intended. 

" But come," she said in apparent haste, like 
a woman fleeing a physical disaster, "I have 
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a number of questions I must ask you. Let 
us go where we will be away from the servants. 
Though," she added, "nearly everyone, after 
this morning, is now asleep — even the doctor." 

He watched her, still studying her, but now 
evidently sure. What else could he gather 
from that but complete surrender, especially 
with his premises, his estimate of women? 

" We will best go up," she said, " I think, 
into the museimi." And she led the way 
through the muted corridor, over the almost 
uncanny silence of the deep-piled carpet on 
the floors past the dark tapestries, the great 
vases in the dusky comers and the great and 
gloomy paintings on the wall. 

She went ahead of him, dressed in black, it 
seems, but her wonderful face and hands the 
whiter for it — a beauty which made a festival 
of mourning. And in the black lace at her 
throat one great rose-flashing diamond. And 
always with the clumsy automatic revolver 
dragging on the lace at the side of her skirt. 

And so they went, without speaking, up the 
side stairway of the dark house, and came at 
last into the high, carved-ceilinged museum, 
that priceless room of cadaverous Italian fig- 
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ure paintings ; of carved fauns and satyrs upon 
stone pedestals; of costly, faded, rose-pink 
textures against dark woods — the rug of the 
Six Hunters on the floor, and on the wall the 
great Brilliaux hawking tapestry of the killing 
of the white heron by the falcon, set in studied 
contrast against the dark, carved walls. 

" Sit down," she said, seating herself in one 
of the great black chairs below the tapestry, 
and indicating to him another a little ways 
across, half facing her, against the adjoining 
wall. 

And he, thinking natiu*ally — according to 
his estimate of her class— that she wished to 
complete her bargain for herself, sat down, 
lighting his gazie upon her beauty, waiting 
philosophically for her to begin. 

After all, even with Stephen Black dead, 
his position was not bad, as he must have seen 
it, from the financial angle: If she had the 
right of refusal of that remaining wealth of 
her father to him, he had the same right 
against her. She could not use that fortime 
if he saw fit to bring about its confiscation by 
the state, according to already existing law. 
So they were in the position, in a way, of two 
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suspicious heirs, each with one key required 
for the full combination for opening a safe- 
deposit box. And so he might feel reasonably 
sure, according to his interpretation of her 
psychology, that both she and the remaining 
money would eventually be his. 

He sat down, watching and appraising her. 
She might be moved, he assumed, by the 
double disaster of the day and by thoughts 
of her future. But underneath, he saw, she 
was as hard and resistant as she was beautiful. 

■ 

It was hot — close, after the continued hot 
weather, even in that great protected room. 
The windows were open upon the street. And 
across, from Central Park — as all could 
through the whole city that day — they heard 
the raucous cries of the extra newsboys, call- 
ing out the end of . the world. Charlotte 
Black shuddered — no mere acting, after that 
morning! 

" Tell me," she said quickly, and there was 
real poignancy in her voice, "what has hap- 
pened. What you did to-day upon the Street." 

And, smiling, thinking perhaps how many 
times she might have asked the same question 
of her father in days gone by, he brought out 
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the points of attack and collapse in Red Fri- 
day. Exultant, urged on as well by the not 
unhuman stimulus of the excitement and deep 
attention of a beautiful woman — for whom 
he would eventually reach out his hand — he 
went, under her skilled guidance, into every 
detail; she, of course — as we saw later — stor- 
ing it away in that remarkable memory of hers, 
an inheritance no doubt from her father. 

" You were wise," she said, with her flatter- 
ing appeal to him again, "to sell and hold 
what you did for us. I do not believe my 
father himself could have done better." 

" It was nothing," said Plangonev, touched, 
no doubt, by the flattery, but not showing it. 
" I followed merely a necessary law." 

He sat now, sure of her, more at ease and 
less upon his guard, a figure rough, uncouth, 
coarsely dressed, a spectacle not unlike a 
stained and muddy officer of an invading force 
taking his sprawling ease in a house — the 
palace of some highbred woman of the enemy. 
She, white in her black dress, sat imderneath 
the great hawking tapestry; he in his dingy 
clothes, beneath and a little to one side of the 
meager, crooked figures of a crucifixion in 
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a black frame, painted in the early Italian 
style. And then once more from outside the 
woman heard the cries of the hoarse newsboys 
in the distance— and went on. 

"But now," she asked quickly, "now that 
your day has come — what next?*' 

"Who can say?" returned Plangonev, at 
his smiling ease. "Who is there that should 
know?" 

And she waited, knowing now from his 
whole attitude that he would talk — as men 
will, at their ease after a victory, to a woman ; 
talk to themselves, purge their souls of pride 
and vanity to a listening woman. 

"Who can say?" said Plangonev. "It is 
chemistry, that is all!" 

"Chemistry!" she repeated. 

" Why not? " he said. " That is the founda- 
tion, is it not? All we know of ourselves, of 
life — you — I — all men ! " And he went on, 
outlining again that fundamental fatalistic 
faith of his. 

"What is human life? A few plain, basic 
chemical impulses. Hunger. The attraction 
between you and me — the sexes!" he said, 
and smiled a smile of most unpleasing signifi- 
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cance at her, while she sat still, only that her 
right hand moved involuntarily the slight frac- 
tion of an inch toward her pocket beneath the 
lace at her right side. 

"That — '' he said, drawn on and away 
from considering her, she saw, by his theory 
and his desire of self explanation — "that is 
simple and well-known. What is organic life, 
either as it comes rising first from the sea 
water, or yet as it flows to-day through cities 
and societies? A few simple chemical and 
electrical impulses with known laws! 

"But beyond this," he continued, "society 
at large is yet too complex for our present 
knowledge to be foreseen exactly in all details. 
A complicated series of reactions in a great 
organic compound, millions of possible com- 
binations as in — let us say — a modern high 
explosive. 

" Some general rules, certainly, we know," 
he stated, " as in the law of Marx — some gen- 
eral, unavoidable laws in the chemistry of na- 
tions — that is all ! " 

"But you know — you must know — some- 
thing of the future now," she insisted. 

"Some general reactions, yes, which we 
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must provoke as we can — as we have in this 
abeady. As we have known, for instance, 
what would happen here in the past under the 
law of Marx, so now we know somewhat at 
least of what shall happen next, by experi- 
ments, by watching what occurs in Russia, in 
Germany, in the old and new revolutions in 
France. 

"Violence!" exclaimed the woman. "An- 
archy ! " 

"Why not?'' he said. "For a time. It has 
always come. It is inevitable. Meanwhile, we 
make the new foundations. We sweep away 
the rubbish." 

"The rubbish!" she cried out. 

"We recognize at last what we are — the 
real rules of living, the chemistry of hirnian 
life and motive," he cried, his eye sparkling 
again at his old theory. " We see what it is. 
The rest we sweep away. Your so-called 
spiritual life. Your bourgeois superstitions, 
that smear and cloud the human intellect. 
Your bourgeois family that preys upon the 
worker for its young and its captive women; 
your bourgeois state that kills the worker for 
new markets; your bourgeois priest who calls 
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to the worker to be peacefully killed for the 
God of the holy ten per cent/' 

And at that, partly no doubt to cover up her 
real emotions, the woman gave a little laugh. 

"You laugh,'' he said quickly, with an al- 
most threatening look. 

"Yes," she answered, "at myself! At 
women and your bourgeois emotions — yoiu* 
amusing emotions of property, which you now 
dismiss entirely. What will become of us 
when they have gone?" she asked, mocking 
him, with lips that were very dry, she testified. 

" You will get used to it, my dear," he an- 
swered, smiling now. 

" No superstitions," she said. " No God, no 
country, no family," she went on, rallying 
him. " Merely internationalism and a general 
state of chemistry. It sounds amusing — ex- 
citing even. But it will be a new place for 
mere woman, this new world of yours, without 
the old emotions." 

" We shall see," he answered, smiling in re- 
turn. " They will no longer need them, per- 
haps, under the new freedom. They can get 
along without the sweet stickiness of their old 
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emotional surroundings." 
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" No family," she said, challenging him now, 
"and no marriage?" 

" For the present, yes," he said, shifting his 
gromid a little; "if they wish it!" And he 
smiled a smile, she said, more mipleasant than 
his frowning. 

" And yet," she went on, avoiding his glance 
again, apparently thinking; "this is not Rus- 
sia. This is the United States." 

"Have I said otherwise?" he asked her, 
amused. 

" How can you be sure," she persisted, " that 
yoiu* chemistry — your expectation of violence 
and anarchy — must come here." 

" It will be the same," he said, with confident 
amusement — "the same, only much more!" 

" Why? " she asked directly. 

"It all depends — this violence — upon the 
bourgeois, their resistance of us. The bour- 
geois, they will wish, certainly, some violence 
at least ! " he said and laughed. " As in Rus- 
sia. The capitalistic system is much deeper 
rooted here and the emotions of property. So 
much more then they will resist. The agra- 
rians — this Anti-Confiscation League of the 
agrarians and their friends — what were the 
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Russian peasants to these? Bah! Driven 
cattle. No," he said, with triumphant cruelty, 
"the chemicals here are stronger and newer. 
The reaction will he more. Very soon we shall 
hear the machine guns pop here also. And 
the looters of the bourgeois stealings! It is 
inevitable." 

"Of itself?" she cried. "Will it come by 
nothing but its own force?" 

For she was now, of course, close to what 
she must know. 

"It should be assisted now, no doubt — the 
natural course of events — by the mixing of 
the chemicals, let us say," he told her, " as it 
has been in the past." 

And she led him by her skillful flattery 
through the whole tale which she had only 
dimly guessed when he had talked before. 

" A few agents provocateurs here and there, 
no doubt," he said, " as in the past." And he 
named them, with place and time; the past 
agents and those for the future. "A few of 
these conscious," he said; " but mostly blimder- 
ing fools, who acted for us without knowl- 
edge!" And he told her, laughing, also of 
these. And she saw now — she thought she 
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saw, as she had hoped — that there were docu- 
ments, incriminating documents, which he 
might have with him. 

And then for the third time she heard from 
the outside that hoarse cry again, louder still 
in that silent room — that cry of some other 
newsboy, passing for some unknown reason 
of his own down or across the desolate street 
of the great bourgeois. And again she shud- 
dered. For it reminded her once more, of 
course, of the same cries through the window 
in the death room that morning — those cries 
of the end of the world which had come into 
the last restless, fearful dreams of Stephen 
Black, helping, no doubt, to hurry him to 
death. 

She shuddered, for she saw the scene again. 
But then, too, she heard again the promise 
she had made herself articulately then — that 
this man, this murderer of her father, should 
not go on his triimiphant way forever! And 
so now she started on that final inquiry of 
hers. 

"You can say this," she said, facing him, 
"to a woman!'' 

"What?" 
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"About the future. What you and these 
others, with your fimd of freedom, are about 
to do." 

" No doubt," said Plangonev, studying her. 

" But would you say it to a man who knows 
about such things? How could you prove it? 
How can you show it — to convince me? Or 
do you dare?" she cried, and sat waiting now 
— her very heartbeat waiting — for his an- 
swer. 

"Why not?" said Plangonev imperturb- 
ably. "Why not now?" And he took from 
a soiled and greasy leather pocket portfolio 
that first paper — that Document No. 1 of the 
trial, that list of the fellow conspirators. 
"Why not now?" he said, and reaching for- 
ward held it toward her. 

"May I see it?" she asked, and took it 
daintily, deftly avoiding the touch of Plan- 
gonev's fingers. And read it carefully and 
laid it on her lap. " Is that all? " she asked. 

Then, one by one, he passed the others over 
— the list of larger payments from the free- 
dom fund, the help in election districts, the 
advertising in certain papers. She read them 
and let them lie upon her lap. But now, when 
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she had them all, her right hand stole and lay 
continuously in that pocket, within the lace of 
her skirt. 

She had now all she could have hoped for, 
all she had thought to get in past weeks. And 
even now it might not be too late — though her 
father was now dead — to help the country as 
a whole. There must be some authority some- 
where still, she assumed, where the presenta- 
tion of such proof as she could now give might 
arrest the general disaster which was now so 
imminent. .But the question for her at the 
minute was how to keep what she had now 
acquired ; to bring away those papers and her- 
self ! She had deliberately lured him here for 
this — using what powers of attraction she 
had for him, as she testified later. Now she 
must extricate herself, by guile if possible, by 
violence if necessary; though, so she always 
protested, she always hoped to do this without 
killing him. 

He may have sensed something of this in 
her manner, for now he looked at her, reach- 
ing out his hand. 

" Now having read them," he said, " you will 
return them, please!'' 
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Not yet," she answered him at once. 

Not till you and I have talked." 

"Talked!" he said more loudly. "Upon 
what?" 

"Upon ourselves," she answered. "Our 
plans for what must come!" 

Then he sat back smiling, but watching her 
now narrowly. 

"Very good," he said, "concerning what?'* 

" I must have some rights, some powers, my- 
self," she said, " in this, if everything, as it 
seems to me, if the world, is to become a mat- 
ter of force and chemistry from now on, as 
you say it is." 

"Have you not enough power now?" he 
asked, watching. 

"What?" 

"You have still," he argued, "the control 
of the money we shall have — the fund of your 
father's," he said, changing suddenly the end- 
ing of his speech. 

" How much control," she returned, " when 
you once take it in your hands?" 

" But this," he said, shifting ground, " which 
you now have, what use would these papers 
be in the new conditions? What use in any 
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conditions," he said, now rising — "except to 
do me damage — now! 

"Give them to me!" he demanded sharply, 
and moved toward her. 

"No!" she said, and rose herself, stepping 
backward, holding the papers, womanlike, 
with one hand behind her; and with the other 
bringing out at last the hidden pistol. 

" So," said Plangonev, speaking slowly, ey- 
ing her; "that is it!" 

" That is it," she said after him, and started 
back another step, holding her weapon some- 
what awkwardly before her. 

And at that, seeing her, Plangonev laughed 
and jumped, not toward her or away from her, 
but to one side ; to the corner of the room near 
where she had first placed herself, the comer 
where the electric call bells were set into the 
waU. 

She had made in her excitement a false 
move, she saw. She had not planned for out- 
side aid. It was scarcely an enterprise to be 
trusted to the chatter of servants. She had 
taken the chance deliberately, with her eyes 
open, reflecting naturally on the conditions of 
the time which made such a step necessary for 
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a woman, but still, with her native independ- 
ence and a woman's natural reticence concern- 
ing her action, deciding to go her own way and 
keep her own counsel. And now she wondered 
when she saw him between her and outside 
assistance — when she stood alone with him 
on that empty floor, in that great high silent 
room, full of the inanimate carved and painted 
witnesses upon the standards and on the walls 
— now indeed the question came sharply to 
her whether she had hot been overconfident in 
herself. 

"So!" said Plangonev, watching her nar- 
rowly from across the room. "Treachery!" 
And he laughed. 

He would not kill her, of course, she told 
herself. But that, of course, was not now — 
seeing his face — what she feared. She was 
not a woman to him now, she saw ; she was an 
enemy. Or rather — much worse — she was 
both a woman and an enemy. 

She stood facing him with her imaccustomed 
weapon ; still, except for her obvious awkward- 
ness, outwardly calm and entirely confident 
of herself. 

"No," she said, and smiled back. "Not 
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treachery I The era of chemistry when each 
one fights for himself." 

And again the Russian laughed. 

"An apt pupil," he said. "But what," he 
asked, "what do you fight for? To what 
end?" 

" Against you," she said, " and your inevit- 
able laws of society. Your new chemical free- 
dom?" 

" Against the laws of nature, no doubt," he 
said. " The certainty of the time." 

" Possibly," she answered. 

" You do not care then," he returned, smil- 
ing stm, "for our new freedom?" 

"No," she answered him sharply, "not so 
far as I have seen it. The new freedom, the 
scientific freedom, is much too free for me, 
I fear. And also not particularly attrac- 
tive," she said, with light scorn — "this natu- 
ral freedom of the laws of chemistry working 
in men such as you." 

" It amuses you, it would seem," said Plan- 
gonev briefly— "my definition." 

"Why not?" she returned, mocking him. 
" According to your theory, I myself am that 
amusing thing, a woman, a compound," she 
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proceeded, paraphrasing him, "of the hour- 
geois emotions, of the emotions of property, 
of the exploded beliefs in home and cornitry 
and religion." 

" So it seems," he said, now in his turn prob- 
ably stimulating her to talk. 

"Yes," she said, facing him, remembering 
all the happenings of that day, " I am all that 
— all you have described me. I had no idea 
before what I actually was." 

He let down his hands now, leaning against 
the wall, apparently in surrender, as a stimulus 
to her rising confidence. 

"Yes," she said with bitter voice and spirit; 
" it would have amused you greatly to see it, 
I know, my emotion for my father when he 
died this morning. A hard man, I know, to 
many people, but still to me my father. Curi- 
ous, was it not, and most illogical, my plan to 
defend him from you — by what powers of in- 
teresting you i had — imtil finally he could die, 
at least, in peace from you? Yet I did it 
finally," she cried with bitter triumph, "what 
I first planned to do." 

Plangonev stood silent, passive, only hoping 
for her to go on. 
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" His death," she said harshly again, " hur- 
ried by you, and my watching it helpless, are 
all most amusing examples of a woman's feel- 
ings. But after that, still more amusing — I 
would not have believed it of myself — I felt 
again that last extreme bourgeois emotion, 
that love of coimtry, that you social chemists 
all so logically detest. Yes, there was even 
some traditional religion in it, I think, in my 
plan to best you. I would not have believed it 
of myself. 

" I mean it," she said briefly; " I am not jest- 
ing. I would not have believed it of myself 
three years ago. I would have laughed as 
heartily as you — as I did laugh often when 
you told me — at the thought that I myself 
was such a creature as you described, a com- 
poimd of your exploded bourgeois emotions, 
or that I could have done what I have done to 
you, used — what shall we say? — my more 
primitive powers of attraction, till I have 
finally trapped and captured you! " 

It must have been at that time, she thinks, 
when she grew most confident and most ex- 
cited, that he must in some way have taken 
from that small standard beside him that 
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weapon, that costly ancient missal with metal 
edges, and put it behind his back. 

" And now," he said, still keeping her talk- 
ing — "now that you have me as you wish, 
what next?" 

" What do you mean by that? " she returned 
quickly. 

"What have I done? To what authority 
will you take me? " 

That question puzzled her, and dispirited 
her and set her thinking, as he expected. Her 
knowledge of what she could do with her evi- 
dence was limited at best, and now, after the 
great change of that day, she was much less 
confident. 

" I can take it to any of the authorities, of 
course," she answered vaguely, but in a sure 
and steady voice. 

And he laughed. 

"On what ground? To what authorities?" 

"To the next police station, if necessary," 
she answered him at random. 

And at that he laughed louder than ever, 
and as he laughed he threw the little metal- 
edged book at her, and as it struck her, 
throwing down her arm and knocking out 
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of her hand the weapon, he hurled himself 
after it. 

He was slower, of course, than a younger 
man. That was what probably saved her — 
that and the rug of the Six Hunters. She 
stooped, a little dazed, to catch up her weapon, 
and as she did so, his foot caught upon the 
edge of the rug, and she saw his face, as he 
came falling toward her, in an unclean agony 
of haste — the face of a man in absolute sav- 
agery and hate, falling forward and clutching 
her about the knees. 

She had now regained her weapon, her 
papers flying from her other hand. But she 
must still turn it toward him. This she man- 
aged to do — in time. And it was then that 
the first shot was fired, piercing the Russian's 
right arm. 

This, of course, made them more equal in 
strength for the continuing struggle. For it 
must continue, naturally, by the necessity of 
either side. He fell, she said — went down 
with the impact of the shot — but with the en- 
durance of his kind was on his knees again, his 
strength not yet much impaired. And she her- 
self, sickened, revolted, in a numbness of ex-' 
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citement and fear, recoiled, but still fortu- 
nately held her weapon, which now he with his 
left hand was struggling to take from her. 

And so mutely the two struggled — those 
two most opposite creatures, those two personi- 
fications of different ideals and civilization, a 
woman of our time and a Bolshevist — strug- 
gled on in that great dark room with the 
strangely mingled symbols of past civilizations 
and ideals roimd them, the f aims and satyrs on 
the standards ; the Christs and saints and pain- 
crooked martyrs upon the wall ; and overshad- 
owing all the huge tapestry of the himting 
nobles. 

She gave herself up almost for lost. She 
could not free her elbow from his grasp; but 
then by a great final effort she transferred her 
weapon to her other hand. And then at last 
the second shot was fired, and Plangonev sank 
finaUy before her, a dingy figure, stretched out 
at last, face downward, upon the new and 
brighter stain, which grew against the old and 
faded pink of the priceless rug of the Six 
Himters. 

She stood panting and listening. No one 
had heard them apparently, the soimd of the 
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shots dying within that isolated room and 
floor. She stood there for a moment, gather- 
ing back her strength; and then dragged her- 
self, in her torn clothing, to the hallway — to 
the nearest telephone in the house — shutting 
shudderingly behind her as she went the great 
door into that high room with that coarse dead 
figure upon its floor, and the congregations of 
silent witnesses upon its standards and its 
walls. 

She took the telephone in her shaking hands, 
and gave — half automatically in her weakness 
— the call for the police. 

"I must report to you," the officer at the 
police desk heard, listening, " I have killed a 
man — a robber. A robber of the world! " he 
thought he heard her say, her voice rising. 
"The man who has destroyed the United 
States." 

And following that he heard a heavy fall, 
and then silence over the wire. 

There behind her, in that house of fear, by 
a strange irony of fate, the two prime movers 
in the plot of debt lay dead together imder the 
same roof, each from the unseen powers that 
he had himself evoked. 




It has been deemed strange, this sharp final 
turning in the plot of debt. The trap was set, 
the secret pitfaU dug, the game all driven; 
there seemed no reasonable possibility of es- 
cape, when suddenly on the verge of their de- 
struction, a nation and a civilization were re- 
leased by the weak hand of a woman. 

All this seems strange. And yet, what other 
impulse, I ask, could possibly have accom- 
plished it? There was but one thing con- 
cededly that did or could release the nation 
from its danger — a sudden general emotional 
impulse; a great appeal to the traditional emo- 
tions of the people, driving them to action. 
For every one weU knows to-day it was just 
this outburst of Plangonev's detested and, I 
beheve, always feared emotions of property — 
the emotions of family and nation and religion 
— which finally overthrew the Russian and his 
plans. And where, may I ask, do these emo- 
tions center if not on woman? 
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To be explicit and particular, what other 
story but that of Charlotte Black's action 
would have arrested the attention of the Amer- 
ican press on a day like Red Friday ; and car- 
ried across the country on even terms with the 
story of the disaster, at one and the same time, 
an explanation, a warning and an emotional 
impulse to opposition ? An American woman, 
rich, beautiful, finely reared, had killed an an- 
archist, a secret Russian agent, in her home, 
defending at once her dying father, her person 
and her country. And this story, we may be 
sure, lost nothing in the hands of the American 
journalist, trained through his Ufetime for just 
such a story's telling. 

A general shudder passed across the coun- 
try. Man and wife and family grew closer to 
one, in farm and city, as they locked the door 
upon their homes that night; the politicians 
gave out oratorical interviews; ministers 
preached warnings; and the very newspapers 
upon which Plangonev most depended for his 
change — the press of the proletariat — ran up 
the national flag at the head of their columns 
and kept it there for days and days. The 
whole country was swept, in fact, by a wildfire 
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of old racial, tribal, national emotions. It was 
the desire of all to get together in any way pos- 
sible and avoid the threatened chaos — the cer- 
tain anarchy that had ruled in Russia. 

What other agency, I ask, could have at once 
awakened the necessary impetus through such 
action, but the story of an American woman, 
attacked and defending herself in her own 
home? And when there was added to this the 
documents secured by Charlotte Black, prov- 
ing the secret conspiracy of this foreigner, a 
Russian Bolshevik, hated and feared as this 
very name had grown to be by any property 
holder or individualist across the world — the 
reaction to old conditions in the supremely in- 
dividualistic United States, no matter what 
sacrifices must now be made to resecure them, 
was certain. The country threw itself at once 
into the arms of the farmers of the Anti-Con- 
fiscation League, who took on, considering the 
circumstances of the past, almost too stern a 
power. The labor leaders, even the most ex- 
treme, coimseled now the greatest moderation 
and conciliation ; the most rigid bureaucrats at 
Washington were willing to concede possible 
faults in governmental operation; and by a 
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general consent and applause the present uni- 
versal moratorium and state of concessions on 
aU sides were established, which are now ex- 
pected to bring about before long a modified 
return to old conditions in the United States. 
And, of course, all this has been greatly aided 
by the scurrying and scuttling back, and eager 
assistance in reestablishing old conditions, of 
those who have reason to fear that they will 
be implicated directly, or indirectly with the 
plot of debt, the trials for which are now fol- 
lowing the merely formal trial and triumphant 
acquittal of Charlotte Black. 

She, of course, has become now almost a 
national heroine, with a general idealization 
of her character and motives, to which, how- 
ever much I may subscribe as being typical of 
the value of woman's deepest instincts, I still 
must somewhat qualify in regard to her per- 
sonally. However, I will concede, my motives 
are perhaps mixed, and I should not say this. 
It was Charlotte Black's testimony indeed that 
absolved and released me personally from the 
charge of conspiracy in the plot of debt, yet on 
grounds most unflattering to me. 

" The Reverend Todd was a poor dupe of 
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Plangonev's," she testified, " emotionally mis- 
led. Merely a poor pacifist. He would have 
willingly assisted me in my last fight against 
the Russian, I know — if I had wanted himl 
But what woman would go for aid to a pacifist, 
after their pronoimcements on the women of 
Belgium?" 

It has seemed to me, personally, that this 
was unnecessarily severe. Yet because of it, 
and from entire lack of evidence of any overt 
practical act of mine in the matter, I was at 
last released, while others, far less at the 
center of the movement, have been condemned, 
or are still in the hazard of their life of liberty, 
for treason. 

I am away from it all, of course, to a very 
large extent now. But occasionally I drop in 
on my friends the amateur saviors and discuss 
the affairs of the day. Poor people! The 
changes that have come upon them — on both 
sides, as it were, from the loss of their incomes, 
and from the reluctance of the time to longer 
hear them — have thrown them more and more 
in upon themselves. They sit quite often now 
all day, and talk and talk in the now some- 
what shabby room of the Man With the Spats. 
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I was in there no later than this afternoon; 
and by chance I found again the young ob- 
server with horn glasses, who had visited Rus- 
sia, talking of the Russian mir. 

"There will be a revolt," he said, "be- 
fore many years; a revolt from this wild 
ridiculous recrudescence of the bourgeois emo- 
tions we see all round us now. And when 
that time comes we must not forget the fel- 
lowship, the mutual aid, the germs of a new 
communism contained for us in the mir of 
Russia." 

And at that I sprang up. 

" The mu- ! " I ahnost shouted. " The mir ! " 
I confess I was very nervous and overwrought. 
" Communism— socialism— common property 
newl I am sick to death of hearing it. New," 
I said; "yes, to the college sophomore in 
his winter term — new by right of prior dis- 
covery; new to the dilettante mind, perma- 
nently arrested in a sophomoric stage of 
growth ; new to the newly-read laboring man 1 
And historically the oldest thing on man's 
earth! 

" New! " I said, growing more and more ex- 
cited. "No; older than Stonehenge, older 
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than the kitchen middens of Europe, when 
savage men lived in level equality with their 
dogs; old as the beginnings of the race!" 

No one, strangely enough, seemed to wish 
to interrupt me as I talked, all being perhaps 
surprised at my sudden and long-pent out- 
burst. The man with the longish hair looked 
up at me merely and rolled his head upon his 
hands — evidently that day with one of his 
severe headaches. The man with the military 
beard sat staring in gloomy resolution at the 
wall. But the plump wife, once so wealthy — 
of the man with the longish hair, looked up at 
me from her sewing for the first time that I 
remembered with approval, her eyes inciting 
me to go on. 

I did so. 

"Common property 1" I cried. "It was 
once all common property. Common prop- 
erty in women, common property in children 
in a general howling tribal pack; common 
property in a cave dwelling. Common prop- 
erty in herds and crops and lands. Were they 
any better for it — the women or the children 
or the crops or the cattle? ' Or did Western 
Europe discard this herd life and leave it to 
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Eastern Europe and the Amazon Valley and 
the Congo?*' 

And I saw the Man /With the Spats nod- 
dmg gravely to himself. 

"Did or did not man gradually and pain- 
fully build up/' I demanded, " the other thing 
— the individualist and the individual prop- 
erty ? Is it something to be ashamed of or re- 
joice in, that gradually in the slow process of 
time, man required and secured property in 
the faith of one woman of his own ; and by this 
acquired and insured a property in children of 
his own; and for these that he held and de- 
fended a home of his own, and a tribe, and a 
nation — yes, and even a belief!" 

The young student of the mir stood looking 
at me wide-eyed, as one hearing blasphemy. 
But I was excited ; I drove right on. 

"The emotions of property — the bourgeois 
standards and impulses 1 " I cried, warming to 
my theme. "They are ridiculous, are they 
not? The self -centered bourgeois home, the 
Fourth of July orator, the evangelistic howler? 
They are absurd — yes 1 " I said. " But when 
these are gone," I demanded — "what? What 
then? A general riot of organic chemistry, 
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with Plangonev's leading? Do you like that 
more? 

"No," I said. "Laugh if you wish to. 
These much-flouted impulses, these old emo- 
tions of ours, are foimded on something deep 
— the traditions and stimuli of the life history 
of a civilization. They constitute a real im- 
pulse at least, a constant, comimon call to work 
for and fight for and improve something of 
your own, and yourself 1 Something less gran- 
diose, less pretty in the statement, perhaps, 
but more genuine and driving — much — than 
the worship of mathematics or chemistry or 
sociology or the Milky Way, or some one of 
the ten thousand easy, high-sounding cults of 
evolution of the late nineteenth century." 

And now the wife of the man with the long 
hair nodded decidedly. 

"Oh, Evolution," I almost shouted now, 
" Evolution, what theories have not been com- 
mitted in your name! By Germans since 1860 
— Nietzsche, Haeckel, Marx — a host of sec- 
ond-hand prophets, of mad tailors, strutting 
and mouthing in coats made over from the 
stolen mantle of a giant. Evolution," I said 
scornfully, "the inevitable law of Marxl 
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"Inevitable — the law of Marx? Inevit- 
able, yes," I said. For I had thought deeply 
on the subject those past few months. " In- 
evitable for a people who did not value their 
liberties sufficiently to guard them. Inevitable 
as the laws of chemistry, working on a costly 
book, dropped from the hands of a careless 
servant into a fire ; as the laws of gravity drag- 
ging at an automobile left standing Math brakes 
unset upon a slope! Inevitable, yes, as all 
degradation to those who do not care to guard 
their possessions, as individual liberty always 
must be guarded. Inevitable, no doubt, to us, 
in the state of fat and reckless abandon into 
which this nation came before and after the 
Great War. Every man for himself, grab- 
bing from the other. Every laborer clutching 
all he could take and giving back as little as 
he could. And on the other side, worst of all, 
the great bourgeois and their fat lawyers, 
sucking the corporations at every pore; set 
thick on every great growing business enter- 
prise as plant lice upon a green garden shrub 
in a rainy June 1 

"But for that reason,'' I inquired, "shall 
we tear up the garden? Shall we destroy a 
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civilization when all its roots are sound, and all 
it reaUy needs is more care and pruning and 
spraying? 

"But, no!" I said bitterly. "We had to 
come to this, to the sheer abyss, to the edge of 
a backward fall of forty centuries before we 
stopped. If we have stopped 1'* I said, and 
checked myself finally and got up. 

I saw I had evoked unexpected emotions 
among my friends, the emotionally unem- 
ployed. The Man With the Spats sighed 
softly and inserted another Russian cigarette 
in his long holder. The man with the military 
beard sat silent, staring at the wall, not a word 
of argument out of him. The young student 
of the mir still stood staring at me, surprised 
at my harangue, a singularly innocent, milk- 
fed look upon his face, I thought, watching 
him, with his mouth as round as his horn 
glasses. The man with the longish hair sat 
upon the loimge, still rolling his head in his 
long cold hands. But his wife, formerly so 
unresponsive to me, when I was done suddenly 
laid down her sewing, and getting up without 
a word shook me warmly by the hand. 

I was abashed, ashamed. After all, who was 
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I, after what I had done, to come here endeav- 
oring to take away from these poor folks that 
last bare comfort of their theories? 

But then, while I stood embarrassed, as if 
upon a hinge, the young observer in horn 
glasses turned and with a sudden straighten- 
ing of the shoulders, faced me. 

" You — are — a — renegade — socialist ! " 
he said slowly, as one pronouncing anathema. 

" No," I replied, " I am an individualist. I 
did not know it, but I am. I am an American 
— the most extreme individualist of all. For 
the individualists," I said, " came West, con- 
quering the world. And here we are! The 
communists remained always in the rear — in 
the East. If you like them, why not go back 
there — to Russia?" 

And with that, ashamed again of my excess 
of feeling, I turned abruptly and went out dur- 
ing the general silence. And from there passed 
home thoughtfully to my lodgings. 

" But what a pity it all is," I said to myself. 
" The difficulty we have all got ourselves into 
by our pure carelessness and lack of appreci- 
ation and care and willingness to build up our 
liberties when we had them 1 What a long and 
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tedious burden was laid upon us by this gov- 
ernment waste and debt; and the quarreling 
and blundering and misunderstandings of dif- 
ferent factions — between capital and labor, 
farm and city. What a pity we could not have 
foreseen and started to prevent this situation 
in which we now find ourselves when we might 
so easily have done so three or four short 
years agol" 



THE END 



i 



The Little Grandmother 
of the Russian Revolution: 



REMINISCENCES AND LETTERS OF 
MADAME CATHERINE BRESHKOVSKY 

Edited by ALICE STONE BLACKWELL 
12mo. Cloth. 348 pages. $1.50 net. 



"Pre-eminent among those thousands of Russia's noblest 
men and women whose labors and sacrifices were instrumental 
in bringing about the Russian revolution, stands out the 
figure of Catherine Breshkovsky, the story of whose life is 
told in THE LITTLE GRANDMOTHER OF THE RUS- 
SIAN REVOLUTION."— New York Times. 

"It is much more than a biography, being in fact a history 
in graphic scenes of Russia's social and political conditions 
and movements for the last half -century and more. The very 
heart of the revolution is revealed. We have met with no 
more impressive human document of modern Russia than 
this." — New York Tribune. 

"Her story is one of the most dramatic of modern times." 

— The Literary Digest, New York. 

"The book is a rich and eloquent document, and one closes 
it with the feeling that he has had the privilege of becoming 
acquainted with one of the most moving personalities of the 
present time." — Chicago Tribune. 

"The reader of this volume finds himself in the presence of 
a great and rare personality." — Evening Post, New York. 



LITTLE, BROWN & CO., Pubmshers 

34 Beacon Stbeet, Boston 



THE APARTMENT 
NEXT DOOR 



«< 



By WILLIAM JOHNSTON 

AiUhor of 
The House of Whispers/* **Limpy/* tie. 

Illustrated. 301 Pages. $1.50 net. 



"The German spy will probably play a large part in the 
fiction of the future* and we shall have no cause for complaint 
if he is used as cleverly as in this new story by Mr. William 
Johnston." .... "Mr. Johnston has written a very success- 
ful story." — San Francisco Argonaut, 

"No end of baffling mysteries are crowded into William 
Johnston's latest novel of espial and crime* "The Apartment 
Next Door." — Philadelphia North American. 

"William Johnston's new book, "The Apartment Next 
Door," 18 certainly a lively and absorbing yarn which holds 
one's interest from first to last and will appeal to readers who 
enjoy spy stories." — New York Sun, 

"It is a most absorbing story with a surprising climax." 

— St, Louis Democrai, 



LITTLE, BROWN & CO., Publishbrs 

34 Beacon Street, Boston 




THB NBW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 

BBPBRBNGB DBPARTMBNT 



Tlds book is udor bo oirovaistaaoos to bo 
takon ^m tbo Building 









1 
























■" 








1 










— - - - -i 






A 






1 






^B^^B*- 


______ „ ( 






i 




• 


f 






i 

M 
1 






r 
L 

» 
1 






t 






f 

f 


form 41* 








'■ 



t 
I 
I 

I 

k 

) 

1 

1 




i 




